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You have a Personal Banker at
Rockingham National Bank; someone whose job it is to help you with all
your banking needs. That's because
we believe that personal banking is
professional banking.
If you're a newcomer to the
Valley, your RNB Personal Banker will
welcome you with a special packet
of information about our bank and
our area. Information about services,
sights and all those special facts
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you need to know. It's a great way to
get acquainted.
So please call on us. Your
RNB Personal Banker offers you
more hours, more locations,
more people and more ways to
take care of your financial requirements. And whether you're a
newcomer or a native, it all adds up
to one thing.
We're the one bank that's
personally yours.

We'd like to help you feel right at home.
HJ Rockingham National Bank
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A Dominion Bankshares Bank/Member FDIC

12 locations in Rockingham and Augusta counties.
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THEATRES

presents

by Mary Boyland
& Robert Dahdah

Remember when the world sang "Buddy, Can You
Spare Me a Dime?" On the silver screen a curley-haired
moppet would save the day with a smile, song and dance.
In the Dinner Theatre production of "Curley McDimple,"
our tiny heroine is back to lead a motley collection in a
romp through musical comedy nostalgia. Empty pockets,
happy faces and tapping shoes abound in this tune-filled
tribute to the 30s and to the little girl who made us feel
better.

Currently a smash hit on Broadway,"Deathtrap" will thrill you
with gasps. A successful author of murder myster s, with a case of
writer's block, receives a promising script from
oung writer. Seeing an easy way to regain fame and fortune, the author plots to gain
control of the potential hit by inviting the young writer to work with
him. With an abundance of thrills and laughter,the play twists and
turns with cleverness until the final startling moments. For mature
audiences.

Ticket prices are $12.50 for each adult and $9 for each child under
13 for the evening performance; $10 for each adult and $7 for each
child for the brunch performance.
For the evening performance, the buffet begins at 6:30 p.m. with
the show at 8 p.m. For the brunch performance, the buffet begins at
12:30 p.m. and the show at 2 p.m.
V®
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The Dinner Theatre begins its season on June 3 and continues through August
15. Beginning May 10, reservations can be made by phone or in person at the ticket
office in Gibbons Hall, Entrance 1 on the JMU campus. The ticket office is open 10
a.m. to 5 p.m. daily except Sunday. Call (703) 433-6740 for information and reservations. Come and enjoy dinner and a show!
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Curio has a new look! After four
years of publication we decided to improve a little on our already established
appeal. So with a new logo, new type
styles, thinner border lines, varying
column widths, more innovative story
design, and a brand-new table of contents, we are now better than ever.
But don't worry! Just because we
have renovated our look doesn't mean
we have changed our content. We
know that our coverage of Valley people, places and activities is the basis for
our appeal.
In this issue of Curio, we have worked to unearth pieces of Valley history
long since buried by the passage of
time.
Many Valley residents regularly tune
into WSVA. But what was WSVA like
in the 30s and early 40s when it was the
Valley's only radio station? In this
issue of Curio , we bring you a close-up
look at the early years of WSVA
through the eyes of the men and
women who saw it all happen.

Closer

Look

And what was teaching school in the
Valley like several decades ago? Ruby
Driver taught three generations in the
Augusta County School System before
retiring in 1973. She recalls what it was
like to teach seven different grades in
one of the last one-room schoolhouses
in the county.
Another piece of Valley history
which residents seem to overlook is the
Turner Ashby Monument near Port
Republic Road in Harrisonburg. Some
Valley residents don't even know who
Turner Ashby was or why a monument
was erected for him. For this issue of
Curio, we have leafed through the annals of Civil War history to rediscover
the identity of this man after whom so
many Valley landmarks have been
named.
In addition to delving into Valley
history, we have highlighted some unique elements of the Valley present.
Just this year, a group of Harrisonburg
women organized a support group to
help other women deal with the loss of

children in early stages of development.
And over the past six years, The Ice
Cream Factory has become a Valley
landmark with which most residents
are very familiar.
Though Old Order Mennonites have
been an integral part of Valley culture
for many years, many Valley residents
know very little about their lifestyle. In
this issue, we have painted an intimate
portrait of one Dayton Old Order
Mennonite family and in so doing, we
hope to bring our readers a new
perspective on this way of life.
We hope you'll enjoy our new look
and the latest of Curio's Valley
features.
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On June 9, 1935, Valley residents
gathered around their radios to listen
to WSVA's first broadcast. Henrietta
Huffman, grandson, Scott Armstrong,
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first day of Valley radio. Photography
by Yo Nagaya.
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PSYCHIC

From telling fortunes in nightclubs
to helping the police all over the country,
Noreen Renier proves her ability is not just an act

Photography by Jeff Spaulding

Article by Leslie Breckons

I wasn't quite sure what to expect as
I drove toward Ruckersville that overcast afternoon; after all, how many
times does one meet a person who
helps the police solve crimes using
psychic ability? I imagined a woman in
a long white robe wearing an
astrological pendant around her neck,
perhaps with coal black hair and piercing black eyes. Her house would have a
huge palm painted on it; the interior
would smell of incense.
Instead, I pulled into a pot-holefilled road which led to a gray, twostory farmhouse. I parked behind a
dusty car and walked across the leaflittered yard. The sign on the door said
"Please ring bell." I heard what
sounded like an enormous dog barking
and thought immediately of running
back to my car. But I stayed. I was
curious. The door opened.
"Noreen Renier?"
"Yes, please come in."
The Doberman pinscher walked obediently into another room and I was
ushered into a small, pleasantly furnished room.
She was small, perhaps 5'4", dressed
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in tweed pants and a beige sweater; her
dark brown hair curled softly over her
shoulders. She wore tan Wallabees.
Her face was comfortable yet intense.
She settled herself into a chair and lit a
cigarette.
What do you ask someone who can
read your mind?
"A psychic goes into a different part
of the mind and she has to do a definite
click. It can be quite exhausting, so I'm
not totally 'on' all the time. So you're
safe." She smiled and winked at me.
Thank goodness, but it certainly
would have made my job easier.
Renier began by explaining to me
that she hasn't always been aware of
her psychic ability. In fact, about five
years ago, she would've described
herself as a skeptic.
In 1976, she was working in advertising and public relations at a hotel in
Orlando, Fla. Some friends introduced
her to a psychic who wanted to talk to
Renier about doing advertising for her.
Renier was very impressed with what
the woman was doing and soon became
aware of her own ability. She found
herself particularly adept at

psychometry, which she described as
"touching an object and getting impressions and feelings about it."
"I was so intrigued with it that I
stopped working. I just kept wanting
to read somebody's watch or ring,"
she told me, fingering an imaginary
ring in her hands. "Then I started
booking luncheon dates with people
I'd never met because I was running
out of friends to read. And they
thought that because I knew so much
about them already I wasn't really
psychic."
At these luncheon dates, she would
hold a piece of the person's jewelry and
tell them about their life—past, present
and future. And her accuracy was
amazing. She lost her job and was faced with a difficult decision—to find
another job in her career field or to
pursue psychic phenomena.
Using the skills she had obtained
while working in public relations,
With intense concentration,
Renier uses psychometry to
"tune in" to the owner of the
ring.
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Renier convinced a hotel manager to
let her work in his nightclub. She
bought a gypsy costume and became a
"nightclub psychic." Renier would
mingle with the guests, take a personal
item, hold it, and amaze people with
her accurate readings. She told them
what kind of car they drove, what color underwear they were wearing,
everything. Again and again, she was
correct. But she was still skeptical.
"How am I really doing all this?"
she would ask herself time after time.
She decided to find out. Renier
wrote to the Psychical Research Foundation at Duke University, outlining
her skills and volunteering for testing.
She was accepted and worked with the
Foundation for two years. During this
time, she was tested on trance states,
telepathy and psychometry. The Foundation found her to have a strong
psychic ability.
In 1978 when her work at the Foundation ended, Renier moved to the
Charlottesville area with her two
teenage children. Though she does not
advertise, a professor at Blue Ridge
Community College heard about her
and asked her to be a guest speaker at
his parapsychology class. At this time,
a rapist was terrorizing Staunton and
Renier was asked by a student in the
class to perform a public service and
"tune in" to what was happening. Her
impressions were taped and presented
to the police who were impressed
enough to ask her to come to Staunton
to do a more thorough reading. She
visited the homes of several victims and
"tuned in" again. Renier described a
man in a uniform who lived in a brick
house near a theater. He had a scar on
his leg. A few weeks later, a Staunton
man pleaded guilty to five of the
crimes. James Robinson lived in a
brick house across from the Dixie
Theatre. He had a scar on his leg and
wore a green uniform.
That was the first crime Renier
helped the police solve. A reporter in
the class to which she had lectured
wrote about what she had done, and
since then, Renier has been involved in
solving between 40 and 50 cases. Her
specialty, she says, is murder, explaining that having something of the vic-
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Renier describes psychometry as "touching an object and getting impressions and feelings about it."
tim's to touch makes it the easiest
crime for her to solve. "I recreate the
crime for the police ... to prove to them
what I can do," she laughed. Renier
describes to the police what the victim
looked like, how he was killed, even
shows on her own body where the victim was shot or stabbed.
Renier recently went to Maryland
where the police showed her how accurate her clues had been in a case she
had helped solve earlier. An old man
had disappeared from a shopping
center and Renier, touching his
toothbrush and shaving kit, told the
police the impressions she received.
She also told them they would find the
man in five days. And on the fifth day
they found him; she was 100 percent
correct.
If she isn't touching toothbrushes,
she's touching bags of old bones.
Renier was once given some human
bones by the police. Touching the
bones, she relayed her impressions to
an artist. The person the artist drew
looked exactly like the person to whom
the bones belonged. Renier had never

done anything like this before and was
fascinated with it.
"I love challenges," she explained,
recounting another case in Michigan in
which, over the phone, she described
the crime and the criminal right down
to the tatoo on his wrist. All she had
was the victim's earring.
She was once flown to Phoenix,
Ariz., to solve an arson-murder case.
Touching pieces of the victim's burnt
clothing, Renier described the hideous
scene, furnishing enough detail about
the criminal for an artist to draw a picture of a man the police suspected. She
ended up staying for a week, helping
the police department with all of their
unsolved cases.
The FBI soon found out about
Renier's ability. She now lectures at the
FBI Academy in Quantico, Va., telling
men from all over the world how she
developed her psychic ability and how
she uses it to help the police. After the
hour-long lecture, she demonstrates
her ability, describing a man whose
watch she has been given in a sealed
envelope.

"This gets them," she smiled.
"They can't quite figure it out."
Although Renier doesn't profess to
convince everyone, she feels that a
strong percentage of the academy
begins to wonder about that part of the
mind she has so masterfully developed.
And policemen aren't the only people who have benefited from Renier's
lectures. She taught a class on extrasensory perception and awareness at the
University of Virginia. She has lectured
at numerous institutions, clubs, special
interest groups, and businesses. She
holds workshops entitled "ESP: An
Awareness" that are available to
everyone. In these workshops, participants are told about psychic
phenomena, encouraged to think
about their own potential and actually
become involved in using psychometry
and telepathy. After a break, Renier
goes into a trance state when two personalities—"Robert," a gruff,
outspoken male and "Sing," an Oriental female—answer questions about
anything.
She also has a 60-minute time slot on
the Charlottesville radio station, WXAM. During this time, people can call
in and Renier psychically answers their
questions about world and local
events, the economy, anything at all.
And what do they usually ask?
"Their questions center around love,
love, love," Renier grinned.
Renier also holds readings for individuals to provide direction and encouragement for the troubled person.
And she doesn't tell people bad things,
things that might instill fear, unless
specifically asked. Even then, she has a
way of making it sound not so bad.
These people are helped by "a little
touch of what they consider my
magic," she smiled mysteriously, waving her cigarette in the air.
"Mostly my readings tend to try to
be on the good parts of you, the things
that you forget," she explained.
Is everyone psychic?
"We all have it," Renier emphasized. "No one is born with a different
kind of mind. I worked at it. Now it
just comes naturally."
But she isn't always psychic because
it can be very exhausting. Renier ex-

plained that being psychic is like using
any other part of your body. Overworking a muscle is very tiring. So
what does she do when she isn't being
psychic or lecturing all over the country?
"I try to be normal," she laughed.
Control is the key. She is able to
separate her psychic from herself
enough to work out at the gym, go out
with friends and have boyfriends occasionally. Renier explains that it is important for people to see her for herself
and not just as a psychic.
And although her control is exceptional, there have been times when her
psychic has surfaced quite unexpectedly. She laughed, recalling how
"Robert" came out one evening in a
restaurant after she and her date had
been drinking quite a bit of wine. Her
date, uncertain of what to do, left the
table to get Renier some cigarettes and
"Robert" turned off all the lights until
the man came back to the table.
"I guess he was angry at being left
alone," she said, laughing.
By this time I was convinced of this
woman's ability. But Renier, herself, is
still a little doubtful.
"A skeptic? Sure. When does the
imagination creep in? When is it really
psychic? Ninety-eight percent (of me)
is a true believer," she explained.
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But that other two percent isn't
enough to hamper her work. Once a
month she holds a session during which
she predicts the future. And she's been
right most of the time. Renier
predicted President Reagan's attempted assassination. She "saw" the pope
being shot. She's received countless letters from people who have found her
indiviudal predictions amazingly accurate.
She doesn't mind talking to skeptics
and even encourages people not to accept her psychic ability blindly. "There
are so many phonies that I can't blame
people for being skeptical. It upsets me
that these people exist. Of course, they
knock down my credibility," she said.
I drove back to Harrisonburg, not
questioning her credibility at all. After
all, psychics are just ordinary people
like you and me, who are aware of an
ability we all have.
"I call myself a psychic only so people can identify with me ... sort of like
calling myself a woman."
Leslie Breckons is a senior from
Springfield, Va. Majoring in communication arts and minoring in
English, she plans a career in
magazine work or public relations.
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Photography by Betsy Perdue

Article by Terri Jones

June 9, 1935
He switches on the RCA in the
parlor, adjusting through the booming
static to 55 AM on the dial. It is 1:55
p.m. and WSVA, the first radio station
in the Valley, is scheduled to begin its
opening broadcast at 2 p.m. Stretching
out on the rug with his ear pressed into
the speaker, he listens for a break in
the static, a signal that the broadcast is
about to begin. His grandmother
relaxes in her rocker and through the
loud thunder of static, he can hear the
steady clink, clink of her knitting
needles hitting against one another.
Suddenly, the static clears.
"Good afternoon, ladies and
gentleman," roars the announcer. The
long-awaited moment has arrived. One
by one, the announcer introduces a
procession of welcoming speakers
from Mayor Ward Swank of Harrisonburg to Delegates John W. Morrison
and J. Owen Beard.
He listens rather intently to each of
the speakers, periodically flopping
over on his back and asking his grandmother when the music will begin.
Finally, a man named Garold White
from the United Brethren Church plays
several songs on the pipe organ and
grandmother hums along, smiling a little to herself. Closing his eyes, he imagines this man hovering over the
organ with a big grin on his face,
plunking out the notes ever so gaily.
Soon after, the Rockingham Octette
sings a few tunes, and he dances
around the parlor on his tiptoes, making up the steps as he goes along. He
can hardly believe this music is coming
from right here in Harrisonburg, right
in the Newman Building downtown.

First
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It was a period when such emerging talents as
Buck Ryan, Johnny Cash and Grandpa Jones
received public exposure over WS VA 's airwaves
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At 3 p.m., his parents come home
after having visited the station's
studios. They tell him all about how
they saw the announcer speaking into
the microphone in his rich baritone
voice and how it was necessary to push
through the crowd to watch the Octette
sing and sway behind the big glass window of the studio.
Spellbound, he listens to all the performances that follow, until late in the
afternoon. Dr. James W. Wright of
First United Brethren Church closes
the program with a vesper prayer.
Disappointedly, he switches off the
power. The final curtain is drawn on
the enchantment of that first broadcast.
The magic of WSVA's initial broadcast may have r '"d on that June
afternoon, but
grand display of
local flavor, first exhibited on that day,
would continue for approximately a
decade.
Remaining the only radio station
between Winchester and Roanoke to
the north and south and Charlottesville
and Clarksburg, W.Va. to the east and
west until after World War II, WSVA
packed its program schedule with live
broadcasts, local talent, and local
advertising gimmicks until the onset of
direct competition rendered this sort of
programming infeasible. During that
first decade of WSVA's 47-year existence, local listeners could personally
relate to the voices which serenaded
them via their parlor radios and local
performers could remain close to home
Photographs of the hillbilly groups
featured on WSVA sold for about
25 cents each.
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Playing piano for WSVA in the 30s, Willie Coleman accompanied many
local singers as well as having his own 30-minute show.
and still receive public exposure and initiation into the entertainment business
for the simple price of their talent.
Maintaining two studios over the
Rockingham National Bank in the
Newman Building on the corner of
Main and East Market streets and a
transmitter on Route 11, WSVA
almost immediately became known for
its live broadcasting of local musicians,
primarily hillbilly groups.
Someone who probably remembers
this best is Willie Coleman, who
started on WSVA as studio pianist the
day the station opened. "My job was
to accompany the singers," the
78-year-old radio veteran recalls. "In
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the early days, there was a lot of live
talent. We didn't have so many records
to choose from. Now we get as many
records in one day as we did in a whole
month."
Coleman, who still works at WSVA
as traffic director, planning each day's
program schedule, could be heard
several days a week accompanying
such local talents as Jack Fretwell,
Bobby Davis, and Colista Trumbo.
Coleman also played for "The Kiddie
Club," a Saturday children's program
and had his own 30-minute spot on
Sunday and 15-minute spot on Friday,
dazzling Valley listeners with his
superb piano renditions.

Unknown to most of his devoted
Valley fans and even some of his radio
colleagues, WSVA was not Coleman's
first successful musical endeavor. In
fact, Coleman had established a name
for himself in the music business years
before becoming involved in radio.
Alvin Mullenax, hired as an announcer for WSVA in 1941 and currently station manager, recalls the time
when he first discovered Coleman's
musical fame. "Willie never talks
about his past. Most radio people want
to tell about where all they could've
gone, but Willie's been there and come
back. The way I found out about
Willie was one day in 1941,1 was playing a record by Hal Kemp's Orchestra,
one of those records that listed
everyone and what they were playing
and I went to Willie and said, 'You've
got a namesake, Willie,' And he said,
'That's me!' "
Playing tenor banjo with Hal
Kemp's Orchestra during the late 20s,
Coleman toured Europe twice, came
back to the Valley in the 30s and began
work at WSVA. During the late 30s
and early 40s, Coleman also played
tenor guitar with a local group also
featured on WSVA, The Virginians.
During this period, WSVA served as
a launching pad for many budding
careers in music as well as comedy.
Jack Fretwell, beginning on the station
in 1936 at the age of 21 as a singer and
"probably the first country-western
disc jockey in the United States, " later
went on during World War II to form
an eight-piece walking band, performing at hospitals and on troop ships in
the Philippines.
After the war, Fretwell moved to the
Winchester area and formed and led
his own regional dance orchestra, called Jack Fretwell and his Orchestra. For
several months, Patsy Cline, who was
just getting started at the time, sang
with his orchestra on the weekends. "I
was the first person who ever paid Patsy Cline professionally," Fretwell announces, his whole face squeezing into
a proud smile.
Then in the late 40s and early 50s,
Fretwell tried his hand at the infant
medium, television, performing about
20 minutes of comedy twice a year on

"The Jimmy Dean Show," an early
version of "Hee Haw," broadcast over
a Washington regional station. On
"The Jimmy Dean Show," Fretwell
worked alongside such emerging
talents as the late Buck Ryan, who had
also performed on WSVA and went on
to "Hee Haw" fame, and the Texas
Wildcats.
Fretwell, now president of the New
Life Center, an alcoholic rehabilitation
establishment in Winchester, first appeared on WSVA as a result of winning
a talent contest sponsored by the station. The prize for winning the contest
was a trip to New York City and a
chance to audition at Radio City Music
Hall. But the clincher, Fretwell explains, was the amount of money the
station supplied for the trip. "You
won't believe this. Do you know what
they gave me?" he chuckles, his lively
blue eyes sparkling. "$20!"
"I think they (WSVA) kinda felt
sorry about the $20 they gave me,"
Fretwell says. So they gave him a
chance to prove his talent on WSVA,
to get some public exposure.
From then until 1942 when he was
drafted, Fretwell had a 30-minute spot
ever Sunday afternoon singing ballads
"like Frank Sinatra." Monday
through Friday, Fretwell also had a
30-minute show, called "Uncle Jack
and his Home Folks," during which he
announced birthdays and anniversaries
and took requests for country-western
music.
While at WSVA, Fretwell also worked as manager of the State and Strand
theaters in Harrisonburg because the
station did not pay him or any of their
entertainers in the early days. "I just
performed on WSVA, hoping for a
break, and just like Johnny Carson
and everybody else, because I liked to
do it," Fretwell says.
In those early days of radio, financial resources were scarce and stations
would do just about anything to raise
money. One innovative method of raising funds employed by WSVA was the
sale of photographs of all the hillbilly
groups which performed on the station. WSVA also advertised products
called "P.I." (per inquiry) products,
manufactured primarily in Chicago.

Listeners were instructed to send their
money and orders for these products to
the station. The station sent the money
and orders to Chicago where the products were shipped to their purchasers.
Some of the "P.I." products which
the station advertised were Peruna, a
liquid vitamin; Colorback, a hair dye;
Replica Diamond Rings, Wate's Green
Mountain Cough Syrup, Bibles,
statues, and ladies stockings.
Hildegard Flagg, now a retired
Valley National Bank employee, was
then responsible for opening these
reams of letters, sending out
photographs of the hillbilly groups,
recording "P.I." orders and forwarding the orders to Chicago once a
week.
Flagg explains that the station would
receive up to 18,000 letters per month

ordering products or requesting
photographs of the current hillbilly
groups, which she remembers as
costing about 25 cents a piece. "We got
mail from as far as West Virginia,
Winchester, Front Royal, Roanoke
and Charlottesville," Flagg notes, adding that listeners from the mountainous areas proved to be the most
dedicated hillbilly fans. "They'd write
letters in their orders; they'd always
have comments about the hillbillies,"
she says.
Flagg began working as a mail girl at
WSVA in 1942 when it became inevitable that her husband would be
drafted. Verner Tate, a young man living with them at the time, was a sports
announcer at WSVA and mentioned to
Flagg that they were looking for a mail
girl. "So I went down there and they

Alvin Mullen ax, station manager, Willie Coleman, traffic director, and
Lee Dechert, accounts executive-all have been with WSVA since its first
decade.
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hired me," Flagg says with a grin, adding that she remained at WSVA on a
regular basis until 1945.
"The hillbilly groups would go and
come; they would more or less wear
out and go to another station," explains Flagg. During these intervals of
popularity between 1945 and 1948,
Flagg worked at WSVA sporadically,
going back when there was a great demand for photographs of the groups.
During the 40s, many countrywestern singers presented their talents

over WSVA's airwaves, trying to make
a name for themselves and win local
listeners' acclaim. But only a few were
really successful and maintained a
devoted following, Flagg recalls. Curly
Joe and Paula and Buddy Starcher
were a few of the hillbilly performers
that Valley listeners tuned in to
religiously, bombarding them with fan
mail and ordering their photographs,
says Flagg.
And another talent whom Flagg
seems to remember broadcasting over
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Jack Fretwell, a former announcer and entertainer on WSVA, first appeared on the station as a result of winning a talent contest.
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Hildegard Flagg, who worked in
WSVA's mailroom during the
40s, remembers that Curly Joe
and Paula, and Buddy Starcher
received the most fan mail and
requests for photographs of any
of the hillbilly groups.

&

w

1
St

s

t

WSVA and being extremely wellreceived by Valley listeners was Johnny
Cash.
Johnny Cash did perform on WSVA
several times when he was first getting
started, according to Mullenax, along
with Grandpa Jones and String Bean,
who is now deceased, and the late Buck
Ryan, who all later became regulars on
"Hee Haw."
These live programs were broadcast
from WSVA's two studios in the
Newman building, Mullenax explains.
"There was a big window with a reception room outside and that used to be
just jammed packed anytime there was
a live program on."
Live programming and local talent
was WSVA's main fare before becoming affiliated with NBC in the 40s. Any
outside programming such as "Oxydol
presents 'Ma' Perkins," "General
Foods presents The Lone Ranger" or
"Dr. Pepper presents Hits and Encores" had to be obtained on 16-inch
discs from their respective advertising
agencies in Chicago or New York.

Then upon affiliation with NBC,
local programming took a backseat to
network or what consisted primarily of
a long string of soap operas. "That's
when they used to have what they called soap opera block programming,"
according to Lee Dechert, currently accounts executive at WSVA and hired as
an announcer in 1939. "It started at 1
p.m. and went until 6 p.m., a new soap
opera every 15 or 30 minutes. In fact,
TV really copied radio." Some of the
soap operas broadcast in the 40s were
"Portia Face's Life," "Stella Dallas,"
"Lorenzo Jones," and "Hilltop
House."
No dramas were ever written or produced locally other than a few programs presented by the Madison College Radio Players in the late 30s. The
only material written locally was the
copy for the commercials, explains
Dechert, who between announcing and
his present position as accounts executive, was copywriter. WSVA wrote
copy for such local advertisers as
Joseph Ney's, Schewel's Furniture,
Wetsel Seed, and Shenandoah's Pride,
Dechert adds.
In addition to direct advertising,
WSVA merchandised products for
non-local manufacturers, who did not
have distributors in the area. The
manufacturers, in return would purchase airtime from WSVA in which to
advertise their products.
"One of our biggest contracts was
with Ocello Sponges," according to
Mullenax, who after announcing for
several years, went into sales, later
becoming sales manager. Members of
WSVA's sales staff would sell
caseloads of sponges to department
stores and then help promote the product by handing out free sponges to
customers. Sometimes on the product
displays, the stores would exhibit a
small card which read "As Advertised
on WSVA."
WSVA merchandised a number of
products in this way to acquire muchneeded advertising dollars. Salesmen
would serve free coffee in stores, says
Dechert, and even go to bars and dole
out beer to patrons.
Just as Mullenax and Dechert both
began their radio careers as announcers
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H//7/! the aid of an old NBC microphone, Alvin Mullenax
demonstrates how announcing was done in the 30s and 40s.
at the age of 20, they also became interested in radio in similar ways.
"I became interested in radio by
listening to WSVA," Mullenax notes,
articulating each syllable in the finelytuned voice of a seasoned announcer.
While growing up with WSVA in his
home-state of West Virginia, he began
to plan a career in radio and achieved
this goal at age 20.
Dechert also developed a fascination
for radio by listening to WSVA as well
as other radio stations. Suffering
health problems as a child which required much bedrest, Dechert listened
to a great deal of radio and became interested in a career in this emerging
media. During the summer of his 20th
year, he applied for a job at WSVA
and was hired as a relief announcer.
As announcers in the early 40s,
Dechert and Mullenax introduced
records, read commercials, presented
live programs, and announced the
news about three times a day. Unlike
the present day disc jockey, Mullenax
and Dechert did not provide a lot of
"talk" to their listeners. The packed
slate of live and recorded programming

little time for the announcer to make
conversation over the airwaves.
It was also not the announcer's
responsibility to spin his own records,
according to Mullenax. An engineer
was always on hand to set up each
selected record on the turntable. Back
then, the announcer's job was to announce, pure and simple. It was not
until later, with the birth of the disc
jockey, that the announcer's job
became less regimented and more personalized.
Looking back on the live entertainment, soap operas, merchandising gimmicks, and tremendous local flavor of
the early WSVA, many mourn the
passing of such a great era of radio. As
Dechert aptly puts it, "It (radio) had a
lot more personality then and was a lot
more fun."
Terri Jones, from Newport News, Va.,
is a senior communication arts major
and German minor.
Interested in
design and layout as well as writing,
she plans a career in magazine work or
public relations.
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General

Turner

Ashby

The Confederate leader's monument
stands secluded and forgotten
on the hill where he gave his life

Article by Tim Par risk
In 1898 the Ladies Memorial
Association erected a monument at the
site of a small Civil War battle, which
was fought a mile and a half east of
Harrisonburg. A crowd of 4,000, including many Confederate veterans,
gathered for the unveiling. Two or
three tattered battle flags fluttered in
the wind.
After several eloquent addresses
were delivered, the veil was drawn,
revealing a simple block of unpolished
granite, which read:

GEN. TURNER ASHBY
C.S.A.
WAS KILLED ON
THIS SPOT
JUNE 6, 1862
GALLANTLY LEADING
A CHARGE

The band struck up "Dixie" and the
old soldiers erupted with one last Rebel
Yell.
Today the monument stands like a
sacked temple, with shattered glass
around its base. Beer cans litter the
battlefield where the 58th Virginia and

Photography by Jeff Spaulding
the 1st Maryland regiments defeated
the Pennsylvania Bucktails.
Across from the Deer Run Apartments, outside of Harrisonburg, a dirt
road runs one-half mile from the Port
Republic Road to the monument.
Beside the road is a barbed-wire fence,
choked with honeysuckle and
milkweed.
The monument sits on a small wooded hill surrounded by a wrought-iron
fence. A chain-link fence keeps the cattle in the adjoining two-acre field of
goldenrod where the 1st Maryland
struck the Bucktails' flank.
It is not the kind of place one expects
people to kill and die over. There is
enough marble and granite and honor
at Gettysburg to make it seem worth
fighting for. But why kill over a cow
pasture and a clump of trees? It is difficult to understand now.
Some of the trees were there in 1862,
but everything else is gone. Everything
has changed.
This is a place that should be quiet
and pensive. But Interstate-81 is only a
half-mile away, and its revved-up
racket shatters the silence. The tractor
trailers roaring up 1-81 do not sound
like the distant rumble of cannon fire.

But in the spring of 1862, artillery
boomed across the Valley as General
Stonewall Jackson roamed the Shenandoah. Screening his movements and
reporting the enemy's positions was an
energetic and fearless cavalry commander, named Turner Ashby.
When the war broke out in 1861,
Ashby left his Fa' 'ier County home
and joined the Cc ederate garrison in
Winchester. He had organized a
mounted company in the Virginia
militia before the war and was immediately commissioned a captain in
the Southern army. He developed a
reputation as a commander of limited
ability and unlimited courage. He
often argued with his superiors and
was easily peeved when passed over for
promotion.
Early in the war when the younger
Jeb Stuart was promoted ahead of
him, Ashby took it as a personal insult.
When Stonewall Jackson tried to
reorganize Ashby's cavalry and dilute
its numbers because Ashby seemed incapable of disciplining a large force,
Ashby threatened to resign.
But Jackson backed down because
he saw the almost blind faith Ashby instilled in his men. In an era when of-
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Ashby's monument marks the spot where he was killed, leading his men
to the crest of Chestnut Ridge.

AN

INSURANCE

ficers had to project great personal
courage, Ashby always led his troops
into battle, oblivious to danger.
His chaplain, the Rev. James
Avirett, said of Ashby, "No man went
into the charge with more impetuosity,
or was more dreaded by the enemy,
than he whose clarion-like 'Follow
me!' was the gathering cry for friends
and the signal for flight for his foes."
Ashby's fame grew during the spring
of 1862, and in May, he was promoted
to brigadier general. The officer who
handed him his commission said, "I do
this with great pleasure, General
Ashby, hoping that as soon as you are
to command a brigade, the country
may expect less exposure of your life."
"I don't agree," Ashby replied.
"I'm not the least bit afraid of any ball
fired directly at me. They always miss.
I'm afraid of the random shots—they
always hit men for whom they were not
intended."
Then he mounted his horse and rode
off to the front, looking for the
heaviest fighting.
The Union commander at the Battle
of Harrisonburg, Col. Thomas Kane,

HERITAGE!

Shortly after the Civil War, in 1869, Rockingham Mutual began serving
the people of thisarea. The company now insures more than
twenty-two thousand ofyour neighbors.

INSURANCE COMPANY
For information on Home, Farm, Business, Auto or Lite coverages,
contact your Rockingham Mutual agent, or the home office
in Harrisonburg.
633 East Market Street — Phone 434-5344
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to Harrisonburg, then a town of less
than 1,500, the 33-year-old Ashby was
at his peak as a commander, leading
1,000 riders.
He paused in Harrisonburg long
enough to drink a glass of milk, offered to him by a girl from the town,
then he led his horsemen out to rout a
New Jersey cavalry regiment.
When Kane's Bucktails arrived,
Ashby sent the 58th Virginia and the
1st Maryland regiments up the gentle
slopes of Chestnut Ridge through fog
and drizzle. The Virginians faltered in
the face of the sharpshooting
Bucktails. Ashby rode up to rally them
and his horse was shot from under
him. Undaunted, he led the charge on
foot. Calling out, "Forward, my brave

admired Ashby's courage. "Kane said
he was one the bravest men he ever
saw," said Beatrice Ott, a Harrisonburg resident, whose mother grew up
with Kane's grandchildren in Kane,
Pa. Ironically, Ott moved from Pennsylvania as a child to Harrisonburg,
where Kane and Ashby met in battle.
Ott remembered a letter one of
Kane's grandchildren sent her mother.
This letter recounted how Kane had
sent a note through an emissary asking
Ashby to stop exposing himself to
danger just hours before one of Kane's
Bucktails killed Ashby.
On June 6, 1862, Ashby was directing a delaying action as Jackson
retreated to Port Republic from Gen.
Fremont's Union army. As he rode in-
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Like the man, Turner
Ashby's monument is
simple and bears few
words. Like the man,
it comes from the
soil of Virginia. And
like the man, it is all
but forgotten.
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men," he was killed instantly by a
bullet through the heart.
The Bucktails were soundly defeated
and among their 55 casualties was Col.
Kane, who was wounded and captured.
Kane told one of Jackson's staff officers, "Deal justly with the memory of
Ashby, he must have been a noble
fellow, a brave soldier, and a
gentleman."
The next day Gen. Robert E. Lee
wrote, "I grieve at the death of
General Ashby." The entire South
mourned with Lee, as poets lauded
Ashby and generals praised him.
But there was little time to mourn
the "Knight of the Valley." Within a
month, 18,000 Confederates lay dead
or wounded in the fields of Richmond.
Later that summer came the slaughter
at
Antietam,
followed
by
Chancellorsville and the carnage of
Gettysburg. Jackson was killed in May
1863 and Stuart a year later. Nearly
every town in Virginia had been fought
over, and each had embraced its own
hero.
Harrisonburg adopted Ashby as
their hero, and children and schools
were named after him. But 120 years
and four bitter wars later, people apparently have lost interest.
Like the man, Turner Ashby's
monument is simple and bears few
words. Like the man, it comes from the
soil of Virginia. And like the man, it is
all but forgotten.
Turner Ashby's monument has
become a metaphor for the condition
of our time. When people lose their
sense of tradition and heritage, no matter whether their ancestors fought in a
war or not, they lose something that
can never be replaced.
Perhaps there is some message the
wind whispers at Ashby's monument,
but the diesel trucks smother it, sounding like the boom of the ocean's
waves as they wash away the sand of
time's shore.

:>
Tim Parrish, of Palmyra, Va., is a
senior, double-majoring in communication arts and English. He hopes
to pursue a writing career.
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After the Valley Squares learn hundreds
of calls and dance steps, the hard work
pays off in fun and recreation
Photography by Yo Nagaya

Article by Jeff Loudy
"Grab your partner, round you go.
Swing her to the left and do-se-do."
These square dance calls may sound
familiar to just about everyone. But
there are about 3,600 more calls and
steps that go along with them in eontemporary square dancing, an activity
that is popular in the Valley.
Caller Larry Winegard, of the Valley
Squares from Elkton, says he doesn't
"begin to know half of them." But to
watch him perform at a square dance,
you'd never know it. Winegard sings
and chants out calls as if they are his
second language.
If you think that learning hundreds
of calls might be difficult, then try learning to dance them. Contemporary
square dancers must take classes for a
year before they can even dance with
the club. During that year they learn
about 100 basic calls and the steps that
go with them. After the 26 lessons,
beginners can dance with the club and
learn even more calls.
The rules and regulations regarding
the calls, the style of dress, and the
classes which beginners must take are
what makes contemporary square dancing different from the traditional
style. Traditional square dancing is not
governed by rules; it is basically an
open, easy-going form of recreation.
Just because contemporary square
dancing is run with rules and regulations doesn't mean the dancers don't
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have fun.
Before the dance gets underway, all
the club members and guests stand
around and mingle with each other, tell
a few jokes, invite a couple or two to
dinner, maybe gossip a little, discuss
former dances, talk about what other
dances are being held that night, and
generally have a good time. But when
Winegard calls them into position, a
transformation occurs.

There are about
3,600 calls and
steps in contemporary square dancing.

The night we visited the Valley
Squares, one of the local square dancing groups, they were dancing in The
Cabin Fever Room at Valley Mall. This
is the group's usual meeting place.
Once the music and the dancers got
started, The Cabin Fever Room was
transformed into a exciting, vibrant
place, full of people dancing, singing,
and enjoying the show.
And what a show it was. Winegard
stood on a platform, slightly higher
than the floor. Behind him hung the

club's banner, made of green and white
felt, carrying the club's logo. He lightly
set the tone arm of the record player on
the record, waited through the introduction of the song, and began singing out the calls in rhythm with the
music. One of the songs he played was
"Devil Went Down To Georgia,"
which Winegard really enjoyed, singing the words to the song while the
dancers performed the last call.
The dancers were enjoying
themselves, too. Shouting out "yeah!"
encouraging the caller. Every now and
then a dancer would miss a step, but he
would be playfully chided and let back
into the large square or circle. Above
the sounds of the country music and
the caller could be heard the scraping
of cowboy boots and patent leather
dancing shoes on the concrete floor
and the gentle swishing of the women's
petticoats.
Square dancing may be fun, but it's
also "good exercise," according to
Idelma Winegard, wife of caller Larry
Winegard and member of the Valley
Squares. "While you're out on the
floor you have to concentrate fully on
dancing, what you're doing, what the
others are doing, and what the caller is
doing."
Why does someone get involved in
contemporary square dancing, a sport
that requires a lot of time, patience,
practice, and training? Dawn Evans,
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Warren and Dolly Wilfong of the Valley Squares demonstrate a graceful square dance step.

who's been dancing with the Valley
Squares for four years now, says she
had "heard people talk about it being a
lot of good, clean fun." Once she tried
it, she was hooked.
Square dancing is indeed a "good,
clean" sport. Alcohol is not allowed at
the dances. In fact, no one even comes
to a dance after they've been drinking,
not because it's a written rule, but
because it just isn't accepted.
It may be fun to be a square dancer,
but it is just as much fun to watch the

colorful activity. The women wear
pleated skirts, printed with colorful
patterns and what appears to be dozens
of petticoats underneath in colors from
basic white to every color of the rainbow. Occasionally, if the women twirl
fast enough, one can even catch a
glimpse of their colorful ruffled
bloomers. The men wear western
shirts, some with elaborate embroidery, ties, western style slacks, and
boots. Some men carry hand towels on
silver clips on their belts. That's

"WhUe you're out on the floor you have to concentrate fully on
dancing." Left to right: Jerry Bennett, Mary Sue Harris, Lana Bennett,
and Lester Frank attempt a complex move.

because "You can really work up sweat
out there," explains Carroll Thompson, a member of the Valley Squares.
Contemporary square dancing
comes complete with its own set of
traditions. At the end of a dance,
everyone dancing joins hands in a big
circle, bows, and thanks their partners.
Another tradition is that of "stealing
the banner." Each square dance club
has its own banner. But if four couples
(a complete square) from one club visit
another club's dance on one night, they
get to take that club's banner back to
their own club, where it is displayed
until four couples from the banner-less
club show up to steal it back. Idelma
Winegard says this is to promote visitation among the clubs.
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sport itself.

The night we visited the Valley
Squares only 12 dancers showed up.
But that was because there were a lot of
other square dances in the Valley that
night and one of them had a caller
from Richmond, Winegard says. A lot
of people went to that one.
There are 14 individual contemporary square dancing clubs in the
Valley with names as colorful as the
sport itself: the Turkey Trotters, the
Rivermont Ramblers, and the
Albemarle Allemandes are just a few.
Each club has its own president, caller,
and meeting place. Some clubs meet
once a month and others meet twice a
month. Lessons are given by the caller
of each club to boost membership in
that club. New members are the "lifeblood of a club," Winegard says.
"You have to keep new people coming
in to replace those that drop out."
Among the reasons most of the
square dancers gave us for getting in-

volved in the activity were that it was a
way to meet new friends and have a lot
of fun. But Idelma Winegard had the
best answer. "Where else can a man
hug another man's wife?"
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Clockwise from upper right:
The camera catches the rapid,
whirling movement of the
square dancers. Mary Sue Harris, Marian Whitmer, and Fern
Dove enjoy a few moments of
conversation during a break.
Caller Larry Winegard of the
Valley Squares directs dancers
through a difficult move.
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Guide to Valley Square
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Dancing

Club

Meeting Place and Time

Spokesperson

Albemarle Allemandes, Greenwood

Greenwood Community Center
First and 3rd Friday, 8:00 p.m.

Dale and Betty Rollins
(804) 295-6635

Alleghany Squares, Covington

Covington National Guard Armory
First and 3rd Wednesday, 7:30 p.m.

LeRoy and Ruth Reynolds
(703) 862-4695

Blue Ridge Twirlers, Winchester

Frederick County Jr. High School
First and 3rd Friday, 8:00 p.m.

Bill and Charlotte Golladay
(703) 662-8734

Circle 8, Waynesboro

Berkeley Glenn School
Second and 4th Saturday, 8:00 p.m.

Giles and Barbara Powell
(703) 942-9212

Flares and Squares, Staunton

Verona Elementary School
First and 3rd Saturday, 8:00 p.m.

Welford and Peggy Smethie
(703) 886-1875

Grand Promenades, Bridgewater

John Wayland Intermediate School
Every Thursday, 7:30 p.m.

Marvin and Goldie Coakley
(703) 896-8733

Plains Promenaders, Timberville

Plains Elementary School
Second and 4th Saturday, 8:00 p.m.

Calvin Ritchie
(703) 896-7800

Rivermont Ramblers, Front Royal

Leslie Fox Keyser School
Second and 4th Friday, 8:00 p.m.

Don DeLong
(703) 364-1707

Rocking Squares, Lexington

Highland Belle School
First and 3rd Saturday, 8:00 p.m.

Jeff and Sharon Ford
(703) 433-9435

Shenco-Benders, Edinburg

Citizens Bank, Edinburg
First and 3rd Saturday, 8:00 p.m.

Richard and Loretta Walker
(703) 459-5657

Turkey Trotters, Harrisonburg

U.C.T. Hall on U.S. 11 North
Second and 4th Saturday, 8:00 p.m.

Don and Wanda Gault
(703) 234-8717

Valley Squares, Harrisonburg

Cabin Fever Room, Valley Mall
First and 3rd Saturday, 7:30 p.m.

Larry and Idelma Winegard
(703) 298-8676

Virginia Creepers, Covington

First Presbyterian Church
Every Monday, 7:30 p.m.

Charlie and Edna Fritz
(703) 962-8816

Virginia Reelers, Charlottesville

Woodbrook School
Second and 4th Friday, 8:00 p.m.

Frank and Anne Muse
(804) 293-3438
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MOMS

Harrisonburg women form nonprofit,
volunteer, support group for any woman who
has lost a child in an early stage of development

Article by Sande Snead
Shawn Kelly found out she was pregnant on Valentine's Day in 1978. In
September, her due date came and
went. One week, two weeks went by.
"Still haven't had that baby?" friends
asked. Three weeks, four weeks. "Be
patient," her doctor said. He didn't
want to "mess around with nature" as
long as everything seemed to be going
all right.
On Monday night of the seventh
week, the baby was unusually quiet. At
6:30 a.m. Tuesday, a little voice at the
back of her mind started crying,
"Something's wrong." So she just got
dressed and went to the hospital for
some reassurance.
"Let's see where that little rascal is
today!" said a cheerful nurse, taking
out her stethoscope. She kept moving
the instrument around, listening intently everywhere, then she left the room.
That little voice inside Shawn cried out
even louder. The doctor came in with a
fetal monitor, but the machine didn't
start its usual clicking.
The next thing she knew, the doctor
was telling her that she wasn't dilated
enough for him to induce labor.
"Don't make me go home with a dead
baby!" she screamed. But there was no
choice; labor had to begin naturally.
At home, she sat on the couch and
stared at the clock. She couldn't bear
to look down at her stomach. "How
could something be dead inside me
when it had once been so marvelously
alive?" she asked herself.
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Photography by Frank Jewell
Twelve endless hours later, labor
began and Shawn went back to the
hospital. She spoke with the doctor
after the delivery. "Boy or girl?" A
boy. "Was he normal?" It seemed so.
"Then what went wrong?" A problem
with the umbilical cord; it was wrapped
around his neck three times.
Like nearly one in 100 women in the
nation, Shawn Kelly had suffered a
stillbirth. Like an enormous number of
those women, she felt a grief and
loneliness that were among the most
painful emotions she had ever experienced.

(

When I found out

the baby had died,
I had this terrible
feeling of being
gyped.'

Despite these statistics, Shawn's only
experience with pregnancies of friends
and family in the past had ended in
jubilant births. In fact, she said she
had never known anyone who had had
a stillbirth or even a miscarriage. "I
felt like I was the only person in the
world who ever had a stillbirth and I
was very frustrated and caught up in

the emotion of it," she says. "I wrote
an article for the Ladies Home Journal
and it created such a local and even national interest that I thought it would
be great if we could get a group
organized for women in the area
who've had miscarriages or
stillbirths."
And so in 1981, MOMS was formed.
MOMS, standing for Mothers overcoming Miscarriages and Stillbirths, is
a nonprofit, volunteer support group
for any mother who has lost a child in
an early stage of development up to
one year of age.
Shawn, a 27-year-old traffic and
continuity director for WQPO, began
organizing the Harrisonburg-based
group in the fall of 1981 with Nancy
Shomo, a 30-year-old, "full-time
mother" who had a miscarriage two
years ago.
"Basically, we just want to be like a
valve or a vent for people who are
struggling with the problems that accompany these experiences. We also
want to provide education to local professionals as well as anyone interested
in knowing what would be the best
thing to do in this type of situation,"
says Shawn.
The group held its first organized
meeting Dec. 8, 1981, and approximately 25 mothers, fathers, family
members, friends and area professionals attended. "We want to stress
that this is not just a group for
mothers," says Nancy. "It is open to

anyone who has come in contact with
this or who wants to know how to deal
with this should the situation arise."
Group meetings are now scheduled
for the third Wednesday of every
month from 7 to 9 p.m. at WVPT
television station. One-to-one meetings
are also available for those who feel
uncomfortable in a group. A MOMS
representative can be contacted
through "Listening Ear" at 434-2538
or "Woman-to-Woman" at 434-4266.
Calls are returned by a MOMS
volunteer who has experienced a
similar loss in the past.

'The hardest thing
in the world is to
suffer a loss and
have people act like
you haven't.'

The group has also recently added
members who have experienced neonatal death, which is when a baby is
born alive but dies soon after birth,
and sudden infant death syndrome,
which is the mysterious death of an apparently healthy one-to twelve-monthold baby. "So now we're equipped to
address almost any problem concerning the loss of a child in an early stage
of development," explains Shawn.
The subject had received media
coverage before the group was formed,
says Shawn. Following her magazine
article, Group W Broadcasting, a conglomerate of Westinghouse Broadcasting which owns several radio and
television stations across the nation
asked her to appear on local talk shows
in several cities across the country including Pittsburgh, Baltimore, Boston
and San Francisco.
In addition to local radio and television coverage of MOMS, The Daily
News-Record featured the group in an
article which ran on the day of their
first meeting. Besides Nancy and
Shawn, the article introduced two
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Shawn Kelly, a MOMS pioneer, discusses the anguish of giving birth to a
stillborn child.
other MOMS founders, Sallie Bedall
and Kathy Shirkey. Sallie, who now
has an 11-month-old daughter, thinks
that there is a very definite demand for
the group. Nancy indicated that according to the National Center for Health
Statistics, one in 110 babies dies in its
first 28 days. In addition, 15-20 percent
of all pregnancies end in miscarriage,
which translates to 800,000 miscarriages a year in the United States alone.
Nancy had come in contact with
women who had had miscarriages
before. She also had loving friends,
family members and a fantastic husband to help her get through her experience. She adds, however, that she
found many women did not have
anyone with whom they could talk
about their feelings.

"Through MOMS, we have personally met a few women in their 60s
and 70s who suffered miscarriages or
stillbirths many years ago, yet they told
us that discussing it even now brings
back very tender feelings," Nancy
says. One elderly woman attended
MOMS first meeting and revealed that
she had had four miscarriages and five
stillbirths; eventually she gave up and
adopted children.
Unfortunately, statistics point to the
fact that if a woman has had one or
more miscarriages, chances are between 25 and 40 percent, that she will
have another.
"These women who have suffered
multiple miscarriages or stillbirths
must have an awful lot of grief, guilt
and just a gamut of emotions pent up
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inside them," explains Shawn. "It is
our purpose to let the person know that
she's not alone, that she's not going
crazy, and that her feelings are all very
natural."
Much of the guilt is precipitated by a
lot of old wives tales surrounding
miscarriages and stillbirths, Shawn
notes. People actually still believe that
physical exertion, fatigue or sexual intercourse may lead to a complication in
the pregnancy.
"When I was pregnant, I just refused to stay inactive. I was out one day,
painting the front of our house and a
neighbor in her late 70s came running
across the street exclaiming, 'Don't
you know your baby will strangle itself
if you hold your hands over your head
like that!' Then after I had the
stillbirth, she said, 'I'm sorry to hear
about your loss but I told you so,"'
says Shawn.

The intense feeling of guilt was just a
small segment of the "hodge-podge"
of emotions she felt at this time.
"After carrying the baby for 10 months, I was just rip-roaring and ready to
have that child. When I found out the
baby had died, I had this terrible feeling of being gyped. It was like having
something stolen from you. I had
taken all those Lamaze natural
childbirth classes for nothing. I was
angry at God, angry at the baby; I really thought I was losing my mind. I
thought how dare he die on me when I
did all this work," she says.
Nancy's miscarriage occurred when
she was three months pregnant, so the
experience happened very swiftly for
her. "I lost something that was never
really physically there for me, yet I had
very real fantasies about being a
mother and having a child. This was
really difficult for my family to unders-

tand. They offered all the platitudes,
'Gee, you can always have another,'
'At least you're healthy,' and 'It just
wasn't meant to be,' but no one really
understood."
Shawn adds, "The hardest thing in
the world is to suffer a loss and have
people act like you haven't. I had a
nine-pound baby boy but people referred to him as an 'it.' They had trouble
acknowledging the fact that the child
was human."
Mourning specialists usually say that
mourning is done in 18 to 24 months,
but Shawn says, "It's been over 24
months since my loss and I still feel
that I will always mourn the loss of
that child because it was a child that I
never got to know."
But according to Dr. Vamik D.
Volkan, a University of Virginia
psychiatrist and an internationally
recognized authority on the mourning

Nancy Shomo holds her son, Matthew, as she shares the anxiety of her second pregnancy after having miscarried.
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process, mourning is usually not the
problem, stifling these feelings of grief
is what causes lasting scars. "MOMS
sounds like a good idea to me. Women
need to hear from others that emotions
such as guilt and anger are typical. The
anger is very important. It is like a
notary public, a stamp of reality," explains Volkan.
Volkan, who has written numerous
books and articles on the subject, cited
an example of a mother who never
went through the mourning process
and never let herself express these very
normal feelings. "An extreme case I
am seeing now is a mother who lost a
child 30 years ago yet still keeps the
blanket that would have belonged to
her baby. She also made a memorial
for the child in one part of a room," he
says.
Shawn says that though she has no
attachment to a baby-related object,
she does feel a soft spot in her heart
when she sees yellow gingham, the color scheme of her baby's nursery. She
adds, however, that seeing the gingham

and talking about her experiences does
not hash up a lot of hard emotional
feelings anymore. "It's just kind of a
helpful way for me to help someone
else by talking about it. That makes me
feel good."
7 felt like I was
the only person in
the world who ever
had a stillbirth and
I was very
frustrated and
caught up in the

"MOMS meetings are not therapy
sessions. We are not professional
counselors," stresses Shawn. "We're
only here to help parents and friends
gain insight and understanding and to
give them an opportunity to ventilate
their feelings in an accepting atmosphere."
Nancy adds,"The organization is
just taking off right now. Shawn just
appeared on "Conversations," a local
talk show on Channel 3 on March 28.
We also recently spoke to two death
and dying classes at James Madison
University. We hope to reach more
mothers who are having trouble dealing with the death of a child and to just
educate people in case they ever come
in contact with this type of trauma."

emotion of it.'
This is basically the goal of MOMS,
to help people accept the loss of a child
during pregnancy or at an early age
and all the emotions which accompany
that experience.

Sande Snead is a junior majoring in
communication arts and minoring
in French. She plans a career in
newspaper or magazine journalism.

The Brides House
The Only Exclusively Bridal Shop
in Harrisonburg
16 South Main Street

Featuring well-known names in
wedding gowns, bridesmaid gowns,
and mother's gowns
Custom-made veils
Tuxedosby Palm Beach, AfterSix,
and Lord West
Invitations, wedding books, accessories
Mon-Tue-Wed-Sat 10-5
Thurs-Fri
or by appointment

10-9
(703)434-8053

29

Photo

Gallery:

W.

Hubert

Article by Kim Bennett

Hubert Gentry readily
admits that he could be
mistaken for anything
but a photographer. He
is a mass of a man who
commands a room,
reminiscent of John
Wayne. His voice
lumbers along like the
low drone of the wind on
a Texas night, and his
finely weathered face is
characterized by a
distinctive scar, chiseled
in the curve of his chin.
Gentry is a man who
wears many hats, and
portrait photography is
just one of them.
Sprawled on the sofa of one of his studio sets which could
easily be mistaken for a living room out of Better Homes and
Gardens, Gentry, owner of Gentry Photography on Route
11, explains that "photography is an addiction. I work
twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. It doesn't allow
for much of a family life." It is no wonder that Gentry refers
to photography as an addiction since he takes 10 to 25 trips a
year from January to June, teaching at conventions and
seminars all over the country.
Hubert Gentry is a name that is recognized and respected
by photographers all over the United States, Canada, and
Mexico. Consequently, he has taught on 16 different occasions at the only school in the country run by the Professional Photographers of America, located in Winona Lake,
Ind. Gentry's seminars include courses on studio management, outdoor photography techniques, and front projection
photography. Front projection photography is the use of
slides and a special camera to give the appearance of outdoor
surroundings in a portrait, Gentry explains.
Ushering the visitor around the studio, Gentry wends his
way through a maze of rooms. There is a special dressing
room for brides, a room for commercial photography, a
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Gentry

Photography by Betsy Perdue

studio for front projection photography, and a
huge film processing lab,
to name a few. But probably
the
most
fascinating room of all is
the studio's lobby with
its rustic loft, reached by
a wrought-iron, spiral
staircase, and its huge
open beam, A-frame
ceiling. Lining the stone
walls of the lobby are
dozens of Gentry's creations. It is obvious to the
visitor as he wanders
around this portrait
gallery that Gentry is a
master at his work.
"To me, the ultimate challenge of photography is to make
a picture pleasing to the customer and with some artistic
talent," Gentry explains. One picture which immediately
strikes a visitor upon entering Gentry's studio is an immense
portrait of an elderly woman which hangs from one of the
lobby's slanted beams. Gaunt and wrinkled with age, the
grandmotherly figure sits with her arm leaning on her knee
and her head in her hand. Wearing a black and white checked dress, covered by a well-worn white sweater, the old
woman appears real enough to reach out and touch. The portrait radiates the power and strength of the subject as well as
the artist.
According to Gentry, there are two things which make
portrait photography difficult. "You must please the subject
(of the photograph) and the end recipient, who is generally
someone else, and you must produce a variety of shots in a
relatively short period of time, as opposed to commerical
photography where you have almost endless time and
resources."
Gentry, himself, has many resources available to him
within his own corporation. He employs seven to 17 lab
technicians depending on the season of the year. "Business is

Opposite: A man who wears many hats, Gentry moves to the other side of the camera for this photograph, taken by
his 15-year-old son, J. W. Above: Karen Smith
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slow during the first six months of the
year because all of the big
events—weddings, graduations, and
Christmas—happen to fall in the last
six months," he says, his hands moving to the rhythm of his words.
One member of Gentry's lab team is
his 15-year-old son, J.W. At present,
J.W. is responsible for quality control,
which is part of the almost entirely
computerized print developing process
in the modern lab. Though a talented
photographer already, J.W. plans to
pursue a career in math and computers, which his proud father adds,
could be the future of photography.
J.W. is currently training in video production, an innovation which Gentry is
hoping to use in wedding photography.
Like his son, Gentry got an early
start in photography. He worked for
his father who was president of
Charlottesville's newspaper, The Daily
Progress. Gentry went to HampdenSydney College and in 1955 graduated
with a major in chemistry. He was immediately drawn back into
photography and to Harrisonburg with
a job at its television station, WSVA.
For 10 years, Gentry labored as a news
cameraman, photographing Presidents
Truman, Eisenhower, Nixon, and Kennedy in the course of those years. Then
in 1966, he opened his first studio at
901 Spotswood Dr., where he remained
for eight years.
By 1970, Gentry had achieved the
highest award attainable in
photography, Master of Photography.
This involves winning twenty-five print
merits for one's best photographs in
competitions, affiliated with the Professional Photographers of America. It
takes many photographers a lifetime to
achieve this high honor. Gentry has
won it three times over. In addition,
Gentry is
recognized as a
Photographic Craftsman due to the
many seminars that he has taught all
over the continent.
Even with all his travels, Gentry
always returns to Harrisonburg.
"Natural beauty, open space, the
mountains, and the people" keep him
here in the Valley. "I wouldn't live
anywhere else," he says with a shrug of
his broad shoulders, "I'm too stub-

R

Gentry is probably most at home in his studio where he spends "24 hours
a day, seven days a week. "
born to ever change."
According to Gentry, "Young people are where it's at!" Recently, he has
begun work on a community service
project to recognize high school
juniors for leadership abilities and accomplishment in and out of the
classroom. Winners will be chosen
from each of the area high schools to
compete for the scholarship associated
with Youth Salute, a nationwide program. An area bank, local radio and
TV stations, and Valley Mall are
assisting Gentry in his project.

It is apparent that W. Hubert Gentry
has a zest for living. His love for people is evident in the number of people
who stop by the studio just to chat.
Hubert Gentry calls himself "a people
photographer," yet he is that and so
much more.
Knn Bennett is a junior, doubtemajoring in communication arts and
English. From Ringgold, Va., Kim
plans a career in television news
writing.
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Politicians with their secret servicemen in tow have eaten there. It has
been a stopping place for entertainers.
Customers have been known to fly
their private planes to the closest airport in the Valley for dinner there. And
at least one couple has made the threehour drive from Columbia, Md., just
for a meal.
Located on Route 211 in Luray, near
the caverns, the Parkhurst Inn is easy
to overlook. Its outside appearance
gives no indication of the culinary
delights that have made the establishment remarkable.
The structure, originally built in
1938, was rebuilt after a fire in 1940,
and after 42 years, the slightly rustic
building blends in well with its rural
surroundings.
Although through the years the
name Parkhurst, meaning park-like
setting, has remained, it was not
always a restaurant. At one point, it
was strictly a motel, but when present
owners, George and Nita Weddleton
bought it, they added a restaurant to
the existing motel. The Weddletons are
both from San Francisco. Mr. Weddleton, who does most of the cooking,
has almost always been involved with
the restaurant business. He and his
wife owned a restaurant in California,
specializing in old-fashioned sandwich
and soda fountain fare. In fact,
Mr.Weddleton's only real respites
from the restaurant business have been
the five years he took off to start a
stained glass window business, and the
cross-country trip to his current
residence.
Luray seems like an unlikely place to
find international cuisine, but when the
Weddletons left California, Luray was
probably not even a glimmer in their
minds. Traveling six months in a trailer
with their three children, the Weddletons saw plenty of the United
States, but the beauty of the Valley
charmed them into settling in Luray
and opening a restaurant. After spending about a year remodeling the interior, the Weddletons opened their
establishment in July 1979.
A dignified, billboard-like sign is the
only outside clue that the Parkhurst
Inn is anything more than another

white, wooden building along the
country highway. However, from the
moment a customer walks through the
door, all indications are that this is not
a typical roadside restaurant. The
customer is greeted in the foyer by
stained glass windows, handmade by
Mr. Weddleton. A handwritten menu
mounted on a wooden stand lists the
tempting array of delicacies available
for the evening.
Mrs. Weddleton warmly greets the
guest at the dining room door and
leads him to his table. Soft, instrumental background music drifts through
the room as the guest is seated. There
are three intimate dining rooms with a
total capacity of about 50 people. Each
table has its own red table cloth, small
glowing candles, and crisp linen
napkins. It is the little extras like
freshly cut flowers on each table that
create the special atmosphere.
A special leisurely aura is only part
of the Parkhurst Inn experience. After
making selections from the menu,
which on slow evenings is brought on a
stand to your table, guests are served a
vegetable tray. The platter holds a
variety of vegetables from raw brussels
sprouts and sweet potato slices to carrot spears and broccoli. In the center of
the tray is a bowl of light green
vegetable dip. The dip recipe is secret,
but part of its tastiness comes from the
homemade mayonnaise base, according to Mr. Weddleton.
Almost everything at the restaurant
is freshly made by Mr. Weddleton. He
prefers to be known as a cook rather
than a chef because, even after the
Parkhurst Inn received acclaim by The
Washington Post as a "unique and
good restaurant," he says he is still
learning and experimenting. The
youthful 40-year-old explains that he
never went to cooking school and rarely uses recipe books except for
reference.
One item that the Parkhurst Inn uses
a recipe for is its chocolate mousse
cake, but that specialty is usually made
by Mrs. Weddleton or one of the
waiters. The cake costs the Weddletons
about $25 to make, serves about eight
people and is an all-day undertaking to
make. It sells for $4.50 a slice and is

Opposite: Linen napkins and tablecloths, along with freshly cut flowers
and stained glass windows, create an elegant atmosphere at the Parkhurst
Inn. Above: Nita Weddleton displays a bottle of wine for the customers'
approval.

Article by Diane Dunn

Photography by Yo Nagaya
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well worth the price. It is one of the
most popular desserts served at the
restaurant.
But before a customer can reach
dessert, there are many other tastetempters available. The average
customer takes two to three hours to
eat a meal at the restaurant, not
because of poor service, but because
the Weddletons believe dining should
be leisurely. In fact, the check is not
brought to the table until the customer
requests it so that no one is rushed.
And because there is so much to experience, there is no desire to hurry.
Some customers just order an entree,
but others go all the way from beforedinner wine to after-dinner wine, says
Mr. Weddleton. And if a customer has
a special wine in mind, the Parkhurst
Inn probably has it. In fact, they have
over 120 different kinds of wine ranging from $7 a bottle up to $110 for a
bottle of Chateau Mouton Baron
Phillipe 1969. The wine is stored in a

Left: George Weddleton carefully prepares a Parkhurst Inn
favorite: chicken curry. Below:
Two diners enjoy the finished
product, complete with
homemade bread.
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small room where the temperature is
kept at a constant 55 degrees
Fahrenheit. There are bottles from
Germany, France, California and
Virginia all stored in separate cubicles
along the wall. Some of the most
popular choices are Dom Perignon
champagne and Shenandoah
Vineyard's wine, Mr. Weddleton
notes.
Selecting from the variety of choices
is a treat for both the connoisseur and
the less experienced diner. Appetizers
include chicken liver terrain, tender
french-fried mushrooms and succulent
escargot. Soups and salads from
Caesar's to artichoke are also
available.
Although some customers choose a
sample from each course, others head
straight for the entree. Possibilities for
the main course may include quail or
roast duck with prices for entrees ranging from $7.50 to $19.95. Filet mignon
is a popular choice because Virginia is
"big meat and potato country," according to Mr. Weddleton.
Not all items are available every
night. The menu varies each evening.
In fact, Mr. Weddleton sometimes

does not tell his wife what will be offered until 5 p.m., leaving her just 30
minutes to write the menu by hand.
Though the menu may vary, other
items remain constant. Each evening,
there is usually some type of seafood
offered such as cold-water lobster tails
or scallops. Besides the vegetable tray
which precedes all meals, each table is
served a variety of homebaked rolls
such as ginger muffins and poppyseed
bread. Entrees are also served with a
vegetable and wild rice or a type of
potato. Also constant are special garnishes. Mr. Weddleton is meticulous in
his arrangement of every item that
leaves his kitchen. In warm weather,
Mr. Weddleton often uses homegrown
nasturtiums to garnish his dishes. Placed there for more than aesthetic appeal, Mr. Weddleton says he wishes
customers were not timid about eating
the decorative flower.
With all of the little extras to be
tended to, Mr. Weddleton and his wife
do not work alone. Mr. Weddleton's
assistant in the kitchen is Carol
Brechbill of Edinburg. And at busy

times of the year, so that service never
suffers, Mrs. Weddleton is aided out
front by three to four other waiters and
waitresses.
Ordinarily the busiest time of the
year for the Parkhurst Inn is from midMarch to the end of October. Beginning at the end of April, the restaurant is
open from 4-9 p.m. on weekdays and
until 10 p.m. on Friday and Saturday.
The restaurant opens at 3:30 p.m. on
Sundays, but is closed on Mondays.
Reservations are not required, but they
are recommended to avoid any
waiting. In keeping with their goal for
leisurely dining, the Weddletons plan
on only one seating at a table per night
so the restaurant does not get croweded.
Though the Weddletons have achieved their aim of fine dining for the moment, they still have more plans.
Recently the lodging aspect of the
Parkhurst Inn was eliminated in order
to increase dining capacity. The owners
hope to open a wine lounge this year
where only appetizers and wine would
be served. Also, a Mexican dish may

join the ranks of other international
dishes currently offered such as
chicken curry and veal parmigiana.
The Weddletons would also like to add
another room for individuals who
prefer to dress more casually. Currently, no dress code other than shirt and
shoes is required or expected.
Clientele at the Parkhurst Inn ranges
from young to old, from well-dressed
to casually attired. Some are repeat
customers, some have heard of the
restaurant from others and some do
not know what is in store for them
when they first walk through the door.
One thing is certain, though, no
customer is ever disappointed.

Diane Dunn is a senior communication
arts major with a minor in business administration from Vienna, Va. Currently business manager of
The
Breeze, she is planning a career in
public relations or advertising.

There's nothing more
revealing than a naked
diamond.
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The diamond you buy should have nothing to hide.
That's why it's advisable to select your stone and mounting
separately.
Before a diamond is mounted, your jeweler can easily
demonstrate its cut, color, clarity and carat weight to you.
With his help, you will be able to see and compare the
brilliance of different stones yourself

Brilliance is the key to beauty in diamonds. Always look
for a diamond that has been cut and polished to bring out all
of its natural brilliance, one that meets the exacting standards that have been established as
ideal. These are called ideal cut diamonds.
Ik
LK Ideal Cut Diamonds ensure you of getting IDEAL CUT
the most beauty and value.
DIAMOND
JEWELER
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This bank-barn, owned by the Ponds, was restored for its historical significance.

BARNS

Pre-Civil War barns
are both historical
and functional masterpieces

Photography by Frank Jewell and Boh Lobe
Article by Cindy Russell
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Look there!
It stands today
As strong as six-score memoried years ago;
A big barn built to hold fat crops in its massive mows,
As provender to last the long rows of sleek cows.
In the stables underneath.
The long dark winter through.
Examine, if you will,
These giant plates and beams.
These stalwart loins and limbs and thighs.
Each one was once upon a splendid time
A giant pine
Singing a hundred feet towards the skies,
Then topped to sixty feet of needed length,
Hewed from the round to fourteen inches square.
See there!
The marks of hewing axe and adze.
Swung straight and true.
Read there the tale
Of toil and sweat and a fine pride
In shaping these great timbers.
Stand with me
A wonderous moment.
In that crafted tree
Is history enough of old-great-grandshire times
A century ago or more.
Those sheathing boards,
Those tenons, mortices and dowels.
Those thews and sinews,
Those mitres bevelled true,
Fitted in tight embrace to fight the winds
And the strong side-thrust of the sheaves and hay.
There stands my barn!
Monument to the past!
Feast for the present!
Song for the future!
—"My Barn" by Dean Hughes
Barns are a common sight in the Shenandoah Valley
because they are necessary to people who work the land. Yet
there arc no two exactly alike. Each differs according to its
owners' likes and functional needs.
Perhaps the most interesting of barns in the area are those
built over 200 years ago. During the Civil War, much of the
Valley was destroyed by Northern troops since it produced a
majority of the food for the Southern army. Northern
soldiers razed most of the barns in the area,leaving only
those barns used for troop headquarters or those owned by
Union sympathizers. Those barns that remain, comprise a
distinct minority that allow us glimpses of history.
One such barn near Edom is located on the John K. Beery
farm named after the original owner. Printed in a single
stone in the top portion of the end wall is the year it was
built, 1838, and "D. Fcsler," the name of the stonemason.
On the same wall are vertical slits between the stones. On the
outside, the slits are only about six inches wide, but fan out
to about 18 inches on the inside wall. A popular story about
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the use of these slits is that they were designed so that people
on the inside could shoot at Indians during attacks.
However, according to William Pond, who now owns the
farm, there were no Indians around at the time this farm was
built. The actual purpose of the slits was to supply both
lighting and ventilation to avoid spontaneous combustion of
the stored hay.
After the war, or so Pond was told, Isaac Beery, who then
owned the farm, traveled a route home that enabled him to
see the barn first. Since agriculture was the economic
livelihood and the barn was an important element of this
livelihood, Beery wanted to see if his barn was standing even
before his own house. He found that it had been partially
burned, but three walls still remained. He immediately
rebuilt it.
The Beerys continued to live there until the turn of the century when the farm was sold to a man who rented it out.
When the Ponds finally bought it, no one had lived there for
25 years. The Ponds worked three years on restoring the
house, barn and a couple other small buildings.
Some parts of the barn walls had to be built up and have
the old mortar replaced. The Ponds had to replace some of
the framework on the upper portion, but all the beams in the
bottom section are original. Each of these original beams
measures approximately 18 inches wide by 30 feet long.
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The barn was spared because
the Northern troops had stored
whiskey in it
The bottom floor was used when the farm used to be an
active dairy farm. Hay was stored in the larger, top section
of the barn. On the north side, the land was built up to meet
two sliding doors that opened into the upper floor. Referred
to as a bank-barn, this enabled the farmer to drive his wagon
into the barn.
Although originally built to be a dairy farm, the Ponds
restored the barn mainly for its historical significance. It is
now used primarily for storage.
Another barn which survived the destruction of the Civil
War is presently owned by Mildred Kidd of Mount
Crawford. Although unsure of the actual date it was built
and never able to find a datestone, Kidd said the barn is
around 200 years old. This barn is built primarily of wood instead of limestone. The limestone forms a base about three
stone layers high with red-painted wood covering the
framework.
About 100 feet away from the barn on the shoulder of
Route 11 is a marker commemorating Sheridan's battle. It
reads "Here was fought the engagement of Mount Crawford
March 1, 1865 in Sheridan's last raid." According to Kidd,
the barn and original house on the property were in good
shape when Sheridan came through. He used both as headquarters for his last skirmish, which lasted about two days.
Later, Southern soldiers reasoned that since the barn
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Inside the Doves' barn, light streams in from the
slits in the end wall.

hadn't been burned, the owners must be Union sympathizers. Upon returning from the war, soldiers would curse
the barn from the moment they saw it until they could see it
no longer.
Another barn, owned by Dr. and Mrs. Bill Fletcher in Port
Republic, supposedly was spared because the owners were
somewhat sympathetic to the North. According to Fletcher,
at the time of the war, the barn owners had a son in the
Southern army who was in a Northern prison and a son in
the Northern army who was in a Southern prison.
A different explanation of why the barn was spared when
all others in the area were burned is that Northern troops
may have stored whiskey in it. After the Yankees were forced
to vacate it, the Rebel troops kept things intact to enjoy their
spoils. Fletcher offers his own theory that the Northern
troops had to leave so fast that they didn't have time to burn
the barn.
According to Fletcher, the barn was built in 1856, but he
adds that actually only the top part was built in that year. He
believes that the bottom floor was built before because the
beams in that section were hewn with a broad axe. This was
the process where an indentation was cut every two feet on
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/l/?ov'e; Old tools left in the Fletchers' barn from the time of the original
construction create an interesting still life. Below: This Mount Crawford
barn served as troop headquarters for Sheridan's army.
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Unique visual patterns are created as late afternoon sunlight filters through the slits in the stone walls of the Dove
barn.
four sides of a log. A broad axe, which is beveled on one side
and flat on the other, was then used to chop off each twofoot section of bark.
Most of the beams in the upper section are much
smoother. These were done with a pitsaw, which is a handsaw worked by two men, one standing above the log and the
other in a pit. Either the original barn was one-story with the
second story added in 1856 or the top story was destroyed
and rebuilt in that year.
The bottom floor houses the feeding room and stalls. Unique to this barn is a well in the middle of the bottom floor.
"This is handy for watering the stock," says Fletcher, who
farms and raises cattle.
On the upper level, there is room for wagons. And on the
sides of the upper level are a granary and a hay mow, a
storage area for hay.
The barn's framework was constructed by the Bagoon
brothers who were famous Rockingham and Augusta County barn builders. It is made of Virginia yellow pine, which is
unique because this type of pine tree was destroyed by blight
in 1880.
Another barn still in use is Fort Lynne, located in Greenmount, owned by Mr and Mrs. Kenneth Dove. Built in 1803,
this barn is much like the Pond's barn in that is is made of
limestone and has slits in the walls. It is unique, however, in
that it still has some of the original plaster on the inside
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walls. An architectural expert from Lexington once told the
Doves that this is the only plastered barn left in Virginia.
The bam was built and originally owned by Martin
Burkholder. After three generations of Burkholders, Mrs.
Dove's grandfather bought the farm in 1903. According to
Mrs. Dove, Burkholder sold the farm to Isaac Beery, who in
turn sold it to her grandfather because Burkholder disliked
him and refused to sell to him.
Currently, one wall is deteriorating but it would cost
$18,000 to repair. "I hate to see it fall down," says Mrs.
Dove, "but I can't afford to restore it either."
It is unfortunate that restoration comes so expensively.
Pre-Civil War barns are part of our history and culture. The
enormous amount of work with limited tools and huge
timbers create functional and architectural masterpieces, integral to the farming community. The pre-Civil War barns
which have survived are a reminder of the strength and endurance of the people who farmed and fought for the Valley.
They are a tribute to the people who built them and worked
within their walls.
Cindy Russell is a junior communication arts major from
Chesapeake, Va. She enjoys writing and working as a resident advisor in Wine-Price Hall.
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Doc

Shelton

Article by Victoria LeBlanc

This Ed in burg craftsman
has six strings

Photography by Bob Lobe

tugging at his heart

His workshop is a one-room, cozy
array of chisels, clamps, saws, and
power tools. Curiously at home among
all this hardware, an elaborate, antique, wood-burning stove stands guard
at the door, still boasting a nickelplated gleam. And over the entire
room, a thin layer of wood dust settles
regularly, making dusting a futile task.
This is "Shelton's Guitar
Workshop." Here, owner Dwight
"Doc" Shelton, 27, repairs and makes
guitars.
Located in Edinburg, on Picadilly
Street, Doc's shop has been in business
since early 1980. Despite the fact that
most of his advertising is by word-ofmouth, his business has expanded to
the Harrisonburg, Staunton and
Waynesboro areas, as well as neighboring West Virginia.
Although he has been repairing and
building guitars since 1978, Doc's affiliation with the instrument goes back
to when he was 12, two years after his
family moved to Edinburg from Richmond. At this time, he and some local
boys got together and formed a
"band."
"We formed the band before we
knew how to play. We'd get together
and we'd learn a few chords and a song
to go along with it," he remembers.
"Eventually all of the other boys but
the piano player gave it up."
While most of the boys at his high
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Guitar player, maker and repairman, "Doc" Shelton is
nicknamed so because his father
was a general practitioner.
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school played sports, Doc continued
playing music. Never taking any formal guitar instruction except for eight
months of theory lessons from an instructor at the Shenandoah Conservatory, Doc is primarily a self-taught
musician.
"At the beginning I did take some
lessons from a lady in Edinburg. She
played piano. She didn't play guitar at
all. She'd say, 'Put your fingers here,
and here, and here.' That lasted about
two weeks," Doc grins.
After high school, Doc played in a
band and worked at a local music
store. He also began writing guitar
manufacturers for information about
making guitars and locations of
schools, teaching guitar construction.
"I had the idea in my head for a long
time that I wanted to make guitars,"
Doc recalls.
In 1978, Doc attended the School of
Guitar Research and Design in Vermont. After completing his studies, he
returned to the music store and began
doing repair work. When that shop
closed, he decided to open his own
guitar workshop.
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Above: Doc's "bending contraption" shapes wood for guitar sides over a
mold. Below: Doc uses a router to make a "stair-step" ledge around the
guitar body for decorative purfling and binding. Right: This "D. W. 'Doc'
She/ton" original was sold for $1,000.

In the fall of 1981, he married
Patricia Phillips, from Mount
Jackson. Currently, they live in an old
farmhouse on Route 707, near Red
Banks. Pat is a librarian at Broadway
High School.
Doc usually opens shop at 9:30 a.m.
and works until 5:30, often later. Most
of the guitar ailments which he treats
involve minor replacement and repair,
but Doc sometimes performs major
surgery, reconstructing entire guitars
when necessary.
"I try to figure out the way to do it. I
love being able to solve problems," he
says, rearranging his tall, lean frame
against the workbench.

Banjos and mandolins that come into his shop also receive expert treatment. He does limited repair work on
fiddles and dulcimers as well.
Although much of his time is spent
with repair work, giving guitar lessons,
and playing in Silverlode, an area
band, his main occupation is constructing guitars. So far, he has made
three—two for himself, and the other
he sold for $1,000.
"It had a lot of decorative purfling
(black and white wood, compressed into linear design). I doubt I even made
minimum wage on it." He rubs his
reddish beard, mentally attempting but
unable to total the many hours he spent
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silverlodi

Above: Silverlode has been playing since 1981. Left: As a
guitarist and vocalist for
Silverlode, Doc gets the chance
to perform and supplement his
income.
.*
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constructing the instrument.
Steel string acoustic guitars are good
for playing bluegrass and rock 'n' roll
music. For these guitars, he normally
uses Indian rosewood, mahogany from
Honduras, and Canadian sitka spruce,
which he buys from manufacturers
who specialize in guitar woods. These
materials alone run him over $150 per
instrument.
He loves working with the quality
wood. " I like rosewood for the sides
and the back. It's so pretty and each
piece is different. That's why it's so
hard to match up. Of course it's hard
to work with because it's so dense and
brittle. Mahogany for the neck works
very nice. It has a straight grain and is
very stable. And sitka spruce is used
for the top. It's soft because it's an
evergreen; it scratches very easily."
Doc builds his guitars using the
Spanish method, the traditional way
classical guitars are made, although he
notes that "It's more painstaking and
time-consuming." He believes this type
of construction makes for a stronger
guitar, since the neck is built directly
into the body. According to Doc, most

bridge). This way the sound waves
meet less resistance as they become
weaker, and it makes a tremendous
amount of difference," explains Doc.

Besides actually working on guitars,
Doc spends time in his shop coming up
with his own modifications, ideas and
tools to help him in his work.
"I like to think of a better way to do
something. I don't try to do anything

radical. I'm just looking for good,
clean results."
Right now, Doc plans to continue his
repair work while improving his skill at
building guitars. "I'm probably a couple of years away from it, I imagine,
but I'd like to get to the stage where I
can knock out a guitar every two weeks
and have accurate quality without putting two months into it."
Meanwhile, Doc's successes will
speak for him, and his failures will
become firewood for the stove.
"I'd like for people to come to me to
build them a good quality, finely-made
guitar. I'm not going to sell a guitar if
it's not right," says Doc with sincere
conviction. "I can't afford to have my
name on it."

Victoria LeBlanc, a JMU senior from
Annandale, Va., is majoring in communication arts with an emphasis on
radio-TV and journalism. She is currently consumer and public affairs producer for WMRA radio.
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factory-made guitars are connected
together after the neck and body have
been constructed separately.
Basically, Doc's guitars are built
from the top up. After the top is
shaped and thinned, the neck is joined
to it. Then, he bends the sides with his
"bending contraption." A series of
springs, screws, and thin sheets of
metal, the "contraption" holds the
wood over a mold, while three highwattage light bulbs "cook" it from
underneath.
The "contraption" was an idea Doc
picked up from his instructors in Vermont. He built his own from a
photograph. Traditionally, guitar sides
are shaped by moving them over a hot
pipe, judging the curve with a practiced
eye.
After the sides are shaped, they are
slid into place, trimmed, and connected to the top by dozens of
tenalonies, which are tiny pieces of
wood that Doc carefully hand-glues all
around the inside.
Once the basic body is together, Doc
begins the tedious task of sealing the
seams of the guitar with wood binding,
and decorative purfling. Doc also inlays mother-of-pearl finger guides on
the finger board and always includes a
different inlaid decoration on the
guitars. His first guitar, the one he
plays in Silverlode, is distinguishable
by its mother-of-pearl crescent moon
and star design at the top of the neck.
There are several advantages of owning and playing a hand-crafted guitar,
according to Doc. "It's much more
personal. You end up with a superior
product that is certainly more unique.
The tone is a lot better than anything
you could touch on the commercial
market for the same kind of money,
and it can be custom-built to the needs
and wants of the player."
Doc says most assembly-line guitars
have soundboards that are uniformly
thinned. Doc does not think this
method enhances the sound of the
guitar and thins his soundboards accordingly.
"A lot of sound can be obtained by
thinning out the top differently and
thinning more as you get away from
where the initial energy goes in (the

CASH &
CARRY

Chesapeake Dr.

S. High Street
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Ruby

Driver

A former New Hope teacher
served three generations of students
in the Augusta school system

Photography by Betsy Perdue

Article by Martha Stevens
"I've always wanted to be a teacher.
And my mother always said I used to
swing the ruler round like I was
teaching school," says a smiling Ruby
Driver.
After teaching 40 years in the
Augusta County school system, Driver
decided to take an early retirement in
1973. After 35 years of teaching at
Crimora Elementary School, Driver
had taught three generations of
students.
"I can truthfully say I don't have
anything but pleasant memories from
my teaching days. I took an early
retirement, because I think you can
stay too long.
"I realized, too, a lot of young people who were graduating wanted to
teach and I had had my turn, so I
thought it was right to let somebody
else have a turn."
But before retiring, the independent
71-year-old New Hope resident built
up a storehouse of memories.
After receiving a two-year teaching
certificate from Madison College in
1930, Driver was hired for her first
position, teaching in a one-room
school in Dooms, near Waynesboro.
"I believe that school was one of the
last one-room schools in Augusta
County," she says, adding that she
taught the first through the seventh
grades there for two years.
Her first teaching job proved to be
an experience. "I'd get up early and
walk three-fourths of a mile to school
to start the fire in the pot-bellied stove,
so it would be warm for the children."
Driver recalls that the school had dou-
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Ruby Driver, a 71-year-old former first grade school teacher in the Valley,
is now retired and active in the community.
ble desks and a cloakroom at either
end, but that they used one of the
cloakrooms as a washroom and as a
storeroom for the fire kindling.
Driver explains that she was 19 at the
time, and some of her students were
only a year younger than her. "It was
tough, but I loved it and I've always
felt I learned more in those first two
years than in school in a lot of ways.
They were lovely and we got along real

well.
"We didn't have anything like they
have now—TV or lunchrooms.
Everybody packed their lunches and
we had such a good time at lunch," she
says, chuckling. "When the weather
got warm, we'd go outside and eat
under the trees."
She remembers those days well.
With three sisters who were already
teachers, Driver received some helpful

advice on how to handle her 35
students that first year.
"One sister told me, 'However you
start out, that's the way your
classroom is going to be. You can start
out strict and loosen up, but if you
don't have discipline in the beginning,
you won't have it,' " she recalls. "I
was firm with them, but we also had
fun." She remembers that it was difficult to keep the children busy doing
work and not running in the aisles
while she taught a different grade level.
With 35 students in seven different
grades in a one-room schoolhouse,
organization was a necessity, emphasizes Driver. "The first, second and
third graders went home at lunch, and
some of the older children helped me
with them in the morning. I concentrated on the fourth through the
seventh graders in the afternoon."

.^1

Above: Driver and her first class stand outside
their one-room schoolhouse in Dooms. Below:
In 1930, she taught the first through seventh
grades in what was probably one of Augusta
County's last one-room schools.

'We didn't have
I

anything like they
have now—TV or
lunchrooms.'
I
Though she taught a wide range of
ages, she enjoyed all of them. "I'd go
out and play ball with them at recess
and lunchtime; when it snowed, we'd
go out and play in the snow. I really
had a good time."
For Driver and for the students who
were taught by the short, lively
woman, classes were exciting because
they were not just book sessions. She
loved the outdoors and believed learning about nature was an integral part
of a child's education. While teaching,
she frequently accompanied her
students on nature hikes in the woods
behind the schoolhouse.
After teaching two years at Dooms,
Driver decided to return to Madison
for another year. After graduating
with her normal profession diploma,
which allowed her to teach for ten
years before renewal was necessary,
she worked for one year at a silk factory and another year at a department

store. "I had two or three sisters
teaching then and I didn't get a school
for two years."
Driver's next move was in the fall of
1935 to Lyndhurst, near Staunton,
where she taught in a two-room school
for three years. "I was never so happy
as when I got back into teaching," she
notes. "I taught the first three grades,
while the principal taught the upper
levels."
After finishing her three years at
Lyndhurst, Driver moved to Crimora
Elementary School, where she taught
first and second grade for two years.
"When the enrollment increased so
much, they put me in the first grade,"
she says smiling. "I was there for the
next 33 years.
"After teaching first grade, I've

realized they're sincere, honest and
they're so forgiving. Because if you
punish a little child, it isn't any time
before they're up asking what they can
do for you," she explains. "And if all
adults were like that, this would be a
wonderful world," she adds.
She also notes a child develops all his
attitudes and beliefs during this time,
and these attitudes will follow him
throughout his school career. "I feel
like if he's unhappy in the first grade,
then school is not going to be a very
nice experience for him.
' 'One thing I tried to do was to make
them happy, but yet you can make
them happy and let them learn,"
Driver says.
Driver's parents, who were strong
advocates of education, offered her
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A proud Driver received her
bachelor of science degree in
childhood education from
Madison College in the summer
of 1953.
some memorable advice when she was
first getting started. "My father told
me, 'Remember you're getting paid for
a day's work and be sure you always
give it.' My mother told me, 'Now, you
remember one thing, that you're working with people's prize possessions,'
and she said, 'If the children like you,
the parents will and if the parents like
you, the children will. But you
remember to treat those children like
you would want children of your own
treated.' "
Driver never forgot her parents' suggestions. And because of the quality of
teacher she turned out to be, her
students never forgot her. "Sometimes
I wonder if there's anybody I haven't
taught in the Valley because I never go
anywhere in any town that someone
doesn't tap me on the shoulder and
say, 'Miss Driver, do you remember
me?'You don't know how good that
makes me feel."
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"I figure that if they made
themselves known to me, I must not
have been too bad. And I can still
remember the names and faces."
While teaching at, Crimora, Driver
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returned to Madison for five summers,
receiving her long-awaited bachelor of
science in childhood education in the
summer of 1953.
"As I was teaching, I could correlate
what I was getting at Madison in the
summer along with what I was doing in
my classroom—which I thought was
very valuable.
"It was a stiff schedule. A lot of
times, I would be out of school until
June and then Madison would start a
week or two later and then in the summer, I was out in August and school
started pretty soon after that," she
recalls. "But I didn't really mind,
because I wanted to do it so badly."
Because of her enthusiasm for life,
Driver has refused to remain idle since
her retirement nine years ago. She joined a Senior Citizens club where the
fun-loving Driver became a member of
a rhythm band for two and a half
years, until arthritis began to make
even walking too painful for the
energetic woman.
A year ago last November, Driver
underwent surgery to replace one of
her arthritic knees and the following
May, the other was replaced. Though
both the arthritis and the post-surgery
recovery were very painful, Driver now
continues with her daily routine
without much trouble.
"It's wonderful; I always looked
forward to the days when I wouldn't
have any pain," she says, noting that
she tries to walk a mile daily, whenever
possible.
Now that she is retired, Driver says
people ask her if she is going to write
children's books. She says she does not
have any immediate plans for such an
endeavor, admitting that right now she
is just taking one day at a time.
But Driver is quick to add that
though she is retired from teaching, she
will never retire from life. "I have
never been bored in my life."
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Driver and a student stand outside Crimora Elementary School
in this 1962 photo.

Martha Stevens, a senior from Richmond, Va., is majoring in communication arts with a journalism
concentration. Currently, she is the
managing editor of The Breeze.
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A former minister
ventures into the business world,
creating sinfully good ice cream
Article by Jeff Loudy
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"Ice Cream: a luxurious extravaganza, an exotic trip, a visual treat, a
luscious cool, sinus penetrating, weight
producer. Ail this and Heaven
too!"—Pomeroy (plaque on wall at
The Ice Cream Factory)
Upon entering The Ice Cream Factory behind McDonald's on Kenmore
Street, the typical customer is immediately conscious of a myriad of inviting sights and smells. There are
wrought-iron tables and chairs, red
and white candy-striped walls, and the
smell of that delicious ice cream being
frozen in the back room. On the wall
hang plaques, proclaiming the virtues
of ice cream.
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Coming to the parlor with two or
three people, the typical Ice Cream
Factory customer will walk up to the
counter, all the time carefully surveying the menu. His choice won't be
easy.
Don Augsburger, founder and
owner of The Ice Cream Factory,
makes sure the decision-making process is as worrisome as possible with a
rotating schedule of 50 flavors, ranging
from the basic vanilla, chocolate and
strawberry to the more exotic apple
strudel, chocolate oreo and rum raisin.
After examining the menu, this typical
customer will probably ask for a
spoonful of one or two flavors and

consult the others in his group before
finally making up his mind.
Though very typical in their reactions to The Ice Cream Factory and its
savory specialties, Ice Cream Factory
customers are actually very diverse.
"We get everybody here," according
to Stephanie Atwell, four-year veteran
Ice Cream Factory scooper. "Old people, students, parents and kids. They
all come in groups." And they all come
for some of the finest ice cream
around.
Combinations of flavors chosen by
customers are also very diverse.
Everyone has their favorite potpourri.
"I've had orders for sundaes made of
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Cream Factory's success is its devotion
to unique flavors. "They're all personal," Augsburger says.
Some of the more unusual flavors
come from customer suggestions. One
of the most popular flavors, oreo mint,
was a suggestion from a student. And
The Ice Cream Factory had better
listen to customer suggestions. "People will come in, look at what we have,
and leave if we don't have what they
want," according to Atwell.
To make strawberry ice cream The
Ice Cream Factory way, Zehr pours
five gallons of base, three quarts of
frozen strawberries, some vanilla extract, and a touch of red food coloring
into the ice cream freezer. Strawberry
is the only flavor that requires coloring. It looks like "vanilla with red
lumps" if you don't color it, Zehr says.
This concoction is then mechanically
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Professor and former Mennonite minister, Don Augsburger, enjoys the
fruits of his labor.
chocolate ice cream and pineapple topping and mint chocolate chip ice cream
with strawberry topping. That's
weird," says Jill Showalter, who's
been scooping ice cream for a year and
a half at The Ice Cream Factory.
The Ice Cream Factory fashions its
own flavors through an experimentation process. "We try different
amounts of flavoring in the base until
we get it right," Augsburger explains.
It is through this manner that The Ice
Cream Factory has accumulated its

collection of flavors, at one time totalling over 50 varieties. "We've
eliminated some of the less successful
flavors," Augsburger says.
But what makes a flavor less successful. Sheldon Zehr, part-time construction worker and The Ice Cream
Factory's ice cream maker, explains,
"I tried a strawberry and banana mixture once. But we didn't use it. It just
tasted like banana ice cream with
strawberries mixed in. It wasn't unique." Perhaps the key to The Ice

stirred inside the freezer for 15
minutes. The resulting 12 gallons of
pink goo, with the consistency of wet
clay, are poured into three-gallon
buckets and quick frozen. Augsburger
attributes the quality of his ice cream
to this quick-freeze step in the process.
The ice cream is quickly frozen to 20
degrees below zero after it is removed
from the freezer. This reduces the
chances of melting, which could cause
ice crystals in the ice cream later on.
After 12 hours in the deep freezer, the
ice cream is placed in freezers of higher
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mix ir in wnen it comes out of the first
freezer."
Augsburger, a professor at Eastern
Mennonite Seminary and former
minister with a Doctorate of Education
degree from Temple University, opened the first Ice Cream Factory behind
McDonald's as a means of understanding the business world. "I feel
ministers need to have contact with the
business world," Augsburger says.

A

Not only does Augsburger own the
business, he participates in it at all
levels. He comes up with new flavors,
makes some of the ice cream, helps
deliver the ice cream to the different
parlors, and helps scoop it when one of
the parlors is busy.

n

The Ice Cream
Factory freezes between 600 and 800
gallons (about
10,300 to 13,800
quarter-pound
scoops) a week in
the summer.

The ice cream, still in semi-solid state, is poured into buckets by Sheldon
Zehr.
temperatures so it will be easier to
scoop. It remains there for 12 to 24
hours.
Before some flavors can be quickfrozen, however, some ingredients
have to be mixed or swirled in. Candies, peanuts, and other flavorings
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have to be added in outside the freezer.
If mixed in the freezer, the blades
would pulverize them. "We used to
have a problem with bubble gum,"
Zehr admits. "It would goo up in the
blades and we'd have to take the
freezer apart to clean it all out. Now we

Augsburger's venture into the
business world has taught him that
supply follows demand. The combination of attention to detail in the freezing process and the selection of flavors
has created quite a demand for his ice
cream.
To keep up with this demand, The
Ice Cream Factory freezes between 600
and 800 gallons (about 10,300 to
13,800 quarter-pound scoops) a week
in the summer, according to
Augsburger. And when the demand for
ice cream drops off in the winter, The
Ice Cream Factory only produces 500
to 600 gallons a week.
"We do more business every year,"
Augsburger notes. Soon one store was
not enough to satisfy this increasing
demand, so Augsburger expanded his
business. Since opening the first Ice

Cream Factory on Sept. 1, 1976,
Augsburger has opened two more
parlors: a "walk-up" on Chicago
Avenue across from Red Front and one
in Valley Mall.
Augsburger doesn't mind all the extra work it takes to produce some of
the finest ice cream around. "It's
fun," he says. And he makes it fun for
the customer, too, by providing one of
the largest selections of ice cream in
this area.

If you've never visited The Ice
Cream Factory before, stop by on your
birthday and they'll give you a free ice
cream cone. "All this and Heaven
too!"
Jeff Loudy, a senior communication
arts major and political science minor
from Kilmarnock, Va., plans a career
in journalism. He enjoys travelling,
photography, and pumpkin ice cream.
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Article by Cindy Russell
Editor's Note: Most area residents
know little about the lifestyle of Old
Order Mennonites, though they are an
integral part of Shenandoah Valley
culture. In this story, the Rhodes, an
Old Order Mennonite family from
Dayton, provide a unique look at this
lifestyle, sharing a November Saturday
with Curio readers.
She usually gets up at 5:30 in the
morning. Saturday, however, is baking
day for Reba Rhodes so she leisurely
sleeps until 6:00.
"Saturdays are usually my playdays," says Reba. "Usually I have my
cleaning and washing done earlier in
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the week so on Saturday, I just fix my
food."
Routine. It's one of the Old Order
Mennonite traditions. One that Reba,
her husband Leroy, and their three
daughters, Lola, Julia and Paula,
follow well.
After getting dressed, Reba goes out
to milk the cows. They have 38 cows
which have to be milked twice a day.
Even by machine, it takes an hour for
each milking. In the afternoons, the
two older girls take turns helping, but
the morning shift is taken by either
Reba or Leroy, alone.
Reba explains that this is a new herd
that they are starting up again after

selling all their cows last summer to go
on vacation.
After milking the cows, Reba wakes
her family and fixes breakfast. At
about quarter to eight, the three girls
wander into the kitchen and sit on a
bench at the rectangular table. The
table takes up three-fourths of the remaining floor space since the
woodstove was added for winter. The
Rhodes used to heat their house by gas
but switched when woodstoves became
a less expensive alternative. The house
is also equipped with "the current,"
the Mennonite term for electricity.
At breakfast, the girls sit opposite
their mother, a slender woman in her

30s. Her dark brown hair is neatly piled into a bun on the top of her head
and tucked under a white lace covering. Over her blue, print dress is a
cape-type covering, worn by Old Order
Mennonite women for modesty. The
father sits at the head of the table. His
nose and chin are sharp while his deep,
clear eyes and large smile draw the
girls' attention with just a glance.
For breakfast, the choice is Rice
Krispies or Corn Flakes. In no time,
the cereal bowls are emptied to the last
drop of milk.
Leroy excuses the three girls from
the table. They get up and begin clearing away the bowls. At Reba's request,
10-year-old Paula begins to wash the
dishes. She performs her chore with the
proficiency of a veteran housewife.
Leroy puts on his coat and hat to go
outside to break up the ground for
later seeding. As he leaves, the two
younger girls begin to write on a large
four-foot blackboard, hanging behind
the woodstove. Lola, who turned four
on Christmas Day, writes "L-O-L-A"
on the board in big, uneven letters.
"You are supposed to call me LolaGrace," she announces to everyone,
"but sometimes you just say, 'Lola.' "
"Sometimes we get in a hurry," says
Reba.
After finishing the dishes, Paula
comes over and begins practicing
multiplication on the blackboard. She
attempts to complete the self-proposed
problem of 43 x 38. After struggling
with it for a few minutes, she asks her
mother for the solution. Reba stares at
it for about 20 seconds and then gives
the correct answer.
"Everyone is so calculator-oriented
these days," says Reba. "I use my
calculator when I sit down to do any
figuring."
Tired of the blackboard, Lola gets
her Play-Doh and her mother's rolling
pin. She rolls out the make-believe
dough and uses a plastic cup to cut out
little circles, made to be cookies or
biscuits or whatever she imagines.
While the girls play, Reba starts her
baking for the upcoming week. She
begins by getting out large, plastic containers of flour, honey and brown
sugar. She methodically measures each
ingredient, scraping any excess back in-

to its container. She replaces each container on its proper shelf as soon as she
has used its contents.
Using an outdated mixer, she combines the ingredients in a worn bowl,
occasionally checking the recipe card
on the counter.
"I usually don't use a recipe," says
Reba, " but with someone watching, I
want to make sure that I get it right."
After mixing the ingredients, she
begins to knead the limp, sticky glob of
dough. Her slender arms press the
mass skillfully, wrapping it around
itself to a thicker consistency. She
kneads for about 15 minutes without a
trace of fatigue. She then covers the

dough with a clean, red and white
checked cloth to let it rise.
After cleaning up any mess she has
made and washing all the used dishes,
Reba begins to mix ingredients for
chocolate-chip cookies.
Paula and Julia, her nine-year-old
sister, gather their school texts and coloring books and work at the kitchen
table. They attend a two-room Mennonite school about a mile from their
house. The "little-room," as it is called, houses grades one through four
while the "big-room" accommodates
grades five through eight. After eighth
grade, only two or three Old Order
Mennonite students get a high school

Opposite: In the afternoon, after Leroy returns from his farm work, he
and Lola share a laugh and a little lighthearted fun. Below: Paula washes
dishes with the proficiency of a veteran housewife.
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Counterclockwise from upper
right: Reba spaces the chocolate
chip cookies in even, uniform
rows. Paula lends a hand with
the afternoon milking. Drawing,
coloring and schoolwork are
prime activities for cold Saturday mornings. Even on the
snowiest winter mornings, Leroy
must get the farmwork done.
Before eating, the Rhodes bow
their heads in silent prayer. On
this day, two extra places are
needed—one for the man who
helps with the cows and one for
the photographer.
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Reba skillfully braids Julia's hair to keep it out of her face. Long hair is a
symbol of a Mennonite woman's modesty.
degree by correspondence. None of the
Old Order Mennonites attend college
even with Eastern Mennonite College
only a few miles away.
The reasoning behind this, Leroy explained earlier, was that Old Order
Mennonites believe eight years of
schooling is enough for their life-style.
Eighty to 90 percent of Old Order
Mennonites are farmers and dairymen.
Girls also receive eight years of schooling which is considered adequate for
their roles as wife, mother and
homemaker.
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Reba, an example of this upbringing, continues her baking. As she mixes
the cookies, she notices her flour
canister is almost empty. "They have it
on special at Mick-or-Mack," she says
mainly to herself.
She only goes into town several times
a month to shop. Her two ways of getting there are either driving the horse
and buggy, of which they own two, or
calling a taxi.
"You can drive the horse and buggy
on Routes 33, 42 and 11 if you are not
afraid," says Reba.

Another alternative, which Reba
usually chooses, is to ride to Nichols
department store, which has hitching
posts in the parking lot, leave the horse
and buggy there and take the city bus
downtown.
She scrapes enough flour out of the
plastic container and finishes mixing
the cookie dough. Rhythmically, she
spoons the dough out on the cookie
sheet in evenly spaced rows. After putting the first pan in the oven, she
glances at the clock. "Maybe 1 should
make another batch since it's only
10:00," she says.
As she starts what is soon to be
oatmeal cookies, Julia appears from
the other room and reminds Paula and
Lola to brush their teeth.
"We give them a penny everytime
they brush their teeth, which they have
to do twice a day," says Reba. "On
school mornings, they remember pretty
well, but on Saturdays, they have to do
it by 10:00 a.m. or else they don't get
the penny."
After brushing her teeth, Paula excitedly tells her mother that her class
got to change their seats around the
day before.
"They are required to stay after
school every Friday and clean, but they
are only allowed to move their desks
three times a year," Reba explains.
After finishing the oatmeal batter,
Reba gives Paula a recipe and tells her
to make cherry crisp pudding for the
noon meal's dessert.
"I usually bake this much unless
I'm having company," says Reba,
"then I probably would make a cake
and custard too."
As the cookies come out of the oven,
she leans them against each other in
two parallel rows. After the cookies
cool, she packages them in plastic bags
and puts them in the freezer.
"All these will probably just last this
week unless I hide them," says Reba.
According to Paula, "She hid the
Christmas cookies so well last year that
we didn't find some of them until after
Christmas."
Across from the freezer on the small
back porch is an old Maytag wringer
washing machine. "I still use that,"
says Reba. "It works."
Looking out the window toward the

mountains, Reba tells the girls that it
will probably snow since it is now
snowing on the mountains.
"It's hard to believe that it's winter
already with Thanksgiving and
Christmas so close," says Reba.
For Christmas, the Rhodes, along
with other Old Order Mennonite
families, give gifts but don't allow the
idea of Santa Claus. "We go
Christmas caroling and have big family
dinners," says Reba, adding that family gatherings are common since all of
their relatives live within a six-mile
radius with most of them living on the
same road.
One of her neighbors, also her sisterin-law, stops by to pay for Tupperware
she ordered at Reba's party the
previous Monday.
Not long after she leaves, a car
drives up and a woman in jeans comes
into the house. She is the Avon lady.
"I take orders for all my sisters," explains Reba. "This Avon lady is really
good and only stops by when I call
her."
Although they don't wear makeup
such as eyeshadow or lipstick, Reba
does order hand creams and "smell
goods," Julia's name for cologne.
As it nears noon, Reba gets
everything ready for lunch, knowing
that Leroy will be back soon.
He walks in at 12:05, having finished
breaking up the ground with the tractor. Tractors and other farming
machinery are used out of necessity to
keep up with other farmers in today's
economy, but when he is able to, Leroy
uses the horses instead.
The family once again gathers
around the long table spread with hot
sandwiches, all sorts of fresh
vegetables, homemade pickles, Paula's
cherry crisp pudding, and tea, made
from leaves that Reba dried. They bow
their heads for silent prayer and then
begin eating. They talk about how
much Leroy got done in the fields,
what the girls did all morning, and
what the day still holds for them all to
do.
After lunch, Reba immediately gets
up, clears away the dishes, and forms
the giant ball of dough, that has finished rising, into six loaves of bread.
Leroy again leaves for the fields as

/

Paulo gathers wood for the family's woodstove. The Rhodes began using
this method of heating when the price of gas heating became too expensive.
the three girls also bundle up to go outside. Before they leave, Reba encourages Paula and Julia to sing for
their guest. First, they sing a song from
a church hymn book. Their second
song is of a lighter nature called "The
Butterfly Song."
"If I were a buttterfly, I'd praise
God that I could fly," sing Paula and
Julia in unison. They continue with
verses about other animals.
Every few lines, Reba's clear
soprano voice enters in to assure the
two less stable voices of the words.
After the girls go out to play, Reba

gets her coat. She is going to spend the
afternoon with her sister helping her
decide on wallpaper. When she
returns, she will cook dinner, eat, and
then she and Leroy will probably play
with the children. They play games like
chess or checkers for entertainment
since there is no radio or television.
Then, at about 10:30, they all go to
bed.
Another day is over and it seems
every minute was fully spent. Ironically, Leroy generalizes about Old Order
Mennonites by saying, "We like to live
a quieter-paced life."
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(703) 434-1796

The Frame Factory

and Gallery

:o
THOUSANDS OF READY-MADE FRAMES—FROM WHICH TO CHOOSE
CUSTOM FRAMING—WITH HUGE SELECTION OF WOOD & METAL MOULDINGS
ALL TYPES & STYLES OF MATTING INCLUDING OVAL, INLAY & FABRIC
LARGE SELECTION OF LIMITED EDITION ARTWORK
FINE ARTWORK POSTERS
*

NEW YORK GRAPHIC SOCIETY FINE ART REPRODUCTIONS
LARGE SELECTION OF OVAL. SPANDREL & STAND-UP PHOTOGRAPH FRAMES

OPEN 10:00 AM - 6:00 PM
MONDAY THRU SATURDAY

GALLERY SHOWINGS MONTHLY
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Assateague

1887 S. Main St.
Harrisonburg
(Rt 1 1 South)

by David Yarnell

See The Frame Factory for all your picture
framing needs. We import from all over the
world to offer you a wide selection. Limited
edition original artwork and fine craftsmanship
at reasonable prices.

Phone
433-2667

